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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 


Although there is a sequence of sorts to the sections of this 
book, and although each poem in each section has its place in 
a sequence within that section, the reader should feel at liberty 
to read the poems in my books in whatever order she/he feels 
like. As Samuel Johnson quipped, “One doesn’t read books, 
one reads through books.” Even so, the reader is invited to read 
through my books however he/she pleases. The reader should 
feel free to skip poems, read poems over again, etc. 


—Q.R. Quasar 
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WATCHING THE UNIVERSE DIE 


dancing to Its own extinction, Shiva 

expands andspans and spans—expands so far 
that It cannot catch Itself in time 

or space, cannot span it anymore— 

Great Spider whose web is void-vacuum thin 
Great Spider whose first body is space itself 


I, in the meta-body of Shiva, watch 
the ultimate disaster 

flower 
yes, I worship 

into the bloom 


oy) 


November 22, 1998 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 

(after the Big Bang); 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 

Local Group of Galaxies, 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 

in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 
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among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

being pulled in the Dark Flow 
streaming towards the unknown... . 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 

here 


Note: The present mean temperature of the cosmic microwave 
background radiation (CMBR) of the Universe is 2.725° Kelvin 
(K), that is, 2.725° above absolute zero. The cosmic microwave 
background radiation is the afterglow of the Big Bang. As the 
universe expands, the temperature of the CMBR is constantly 
decreasing. Knowing the rate of expansion, the present time of 
the Universe could be pegged to the mean temperature of the 
CMBR; the present time of the Universe thus could be said to 
be 2.725" Kk. 
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GONE Down To DEATHDREAM 
AND WILL Not WAKE ANYMORE 


this time Shiva is down for the count 
this time there was never, is never— 
there is never a pralaya, a 

suspension between the end of one 
Universe and the beginning of the next. 


this time Vishnu goes down and does not come up 
Vishnu never goes down to wake up again 

Vishnu expands its lungs too far 

and never breathes again 

there is no beginning again 

there is no Universe a second or third 

time, the Universe is about to be not 

ever again as we know It. 

like a restless dog circling, 

the Universe is tamping down Its own deathbed. 


es 


November 22, 1998 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 

(after the Big Bang); 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 

Milky Way Galaxy (MWG), 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 


18 


18 


uasar 


in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies 

in motion towards 

the unknown... unseen... 
Great Attractor. .. 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 


being pulled in the Dark Flow, 


streaming towards the unknown. .. 


unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

of the known and unknown. .. 
the seen and the unseen. . . 

here 
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WATCHING THE UNIVERSE Diz, No. 2: 
How po You SPEAK FOR THE DEAD? 
(THE GEAS FROM THE Deap) 


Z 


Do you remember the geis? 

Do you remember when all the dead 
rose up within you and asked you 
forthrightly: “Will you speak for us?” 


Yes, I remember. I was in the kitchen— 
it was about five years ago, I guess. 
It crushed me then and it crushes 
me now. 
I was dancing in Shiva. 


Do you remember your response? 
Did you 
answer? 


Yes, I remember. It crushed me then 
and it crushes me now. I cannot write 


this 
without screaming! 


“Yes,” I answered. 


When the question is asked by all 


20 
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the dead, “Will you speak for us?” — 


there is only one possible answer: it is: 


“Yes, I will.” 


I said, “Yes, I will.” 


I cannot write this without screaming. 


‘The ges is upon me: 
I said, “Yes, I will.” 


‘The geiis is stamped in my heart. 
Now, I look 

to the unthinkably far future 

of the Universe. I am watching 
the Universe die before It dies. 

I am telling all who hear 


how all dies. 
ii 


there is a train that moves like light 
in another dimension. it makes no 
stops here 

Ido 

not 

know 

if I can catch it 


I should like to bring 
all of you with me 
when I go 
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the motion and place 

I already know. 
for me, it is home 
I should like to bring all of you 


with me when I go 
iit 


even if I could go home, 

I could not bring you with me. 
deep in your heart, 

deep in your mind, 

you have your own 

homing device. 


I wish you good well-homing; 
now wish me mine. 


oy) 


Sep/Nov 2006 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 

(after the Big Bang); 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 
Local Group of Galaxies, 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 
in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 
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among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 


Note: a geas (pronounced as “gesh” in Gaelic) is a magical com- 
pulsion that drives the one on whom the geas is laid until the 
geas is fulfilled—or the “be-geased” dies trying. Thanks to my 
my friends at the Writer’s Center for tracking down the original 
pronunciation. I am following the Anglo-Saxon (Old English) 
pronunciation of “ea” as in “the Geats” (Gay-ots) of Beowulf. 
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SutIva’s DaNcE: THE 
PERFECT STEP OUT OF STEP 


Z 


it is the broken link 
that makes the chain hold 
it is the arc that is not there 
that makes the circle whole 
it is the hole in the heart of the Universe 
that makes the heart full 
it is the step that is out of step 
that makes the dance-step perfect 
it is the part that can never be understood 
that brings understanding to completion 
it is the leak of blood through an open wound 
that makes the heart-pound of circulation a closed system 
it is the time in which you fail to understand 
woven in with the time in which you do understand 
that makes the banner of understanding 
ripple in the wind 
and fly at full mast 


Shiva dances knowing and unknowing 
it is Shiva’s unknowing that is the key to Shiva’s knowing 
Shiva comes to know in a thunderclap 
it is the lightning that forms a backdrop 
for the piercing black harmonies of darkness 
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i 


imperfection slews around in a savage momentum, 
the broken circle gathering perfection in motion. 
as the dancer stumbles out of step, 

the imperfect rhythm is subsumed 

and integrated into the perfect. 

and as the dancer stumbles out of step, 

the dance shifts dimension gears into realms divine. 


it is as Shiva prays 
that Shiva attains the divine state 
it is the imperfection of Shiva’s motion 
that directly brings on perfect transcendence— 
the radiance of Shiva in perfect stillness, 
the blackness so complete it shines in scintillant, 
unmitigated white. 


es 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, 


Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 

in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 


all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
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THE EXTINCTION LIsT 


we're already lined up—more or less. 
it looks as though we're already booked 
on the extinction list 
hey!—didn’t you know?— 
you re next or as close to next 
as you can get 
on the extinction list 


we're all lined up 
from forgotten years ago— 
all lined up—-spoiling to be next— 
on the extinction list. 


the real horror comes 
when our brain dish is turned upside down 
and all the blood runs cold 
but runs and runs 
colder and colder 
when we know 
that we may not be exactly next 
but that we are marked 
on the extinction list— 
not necessarily prominently marked— rather 
a humdrum- 
everyday death zone 
notched already 
on the extinction list 


Poems 
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when there is no one left 
to read this poem 
we shall have been deleted 


and no on will miss us 
from the extinction list. 


oy) 


Nov 21 & 28 2006 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

Orion Spur, Milky Way, 

Virgo Supercluster, 

Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
in the voidnest 

here 
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ANTHEM FOR THE EARTH 
(THE Eartu Is Our NEST: 
ON THE RoapD To EXTINCTION) 


“sic m! sic’m! we got’m on the run! 
sic’m! sic’m!”—you can almost hear 
the hunters cry on their dogs— 
the hunters that are we ourselves! 
we have met the prey face-to-face: 
it is we who are hounding 
it is we who are driving 
the prey, hurtling, off the cliff 
down, down, onto the bedrock bottom 
of the open pit of extinction 
splat! the prey begins to crumple. .. 
we see it in slow motion 


we have met the prey face-to-face: 

it is we who are hounding ourselves— 

it is we who are driving ourselves, 
hurtling off the cliff 
—we see it in slow motion— 
our hurtling off the cliff 

down, down, onto the bedrock bottom 
of the open pit of extinction 

we are digging our own pit into our nest, 

the Earth: all Earth, Earth is our nest. 
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we are bleeding the Earth 
and the Earth, all Earth, Earth is our nest. 
the Earth is bleeding 
black blood 
the Earth is bleeding 
brown-gray smoke-smudge. 
we cannot staunch the flow 
from the Earth, our Earth. .. our blood... 
and the Earth, all Earth, Earth is our nest. 


Homo sapiens is sucking the blood 
of its own nest-bed 
Homo sapiens is shitting and pissing, 
dumping crushed bones and rancid flesh, 
into the open pit of its own nest 
and the Earth, all Earth, Earth is our nest. 


only dying species shit in their nests 
it is a sign of a dying species 
to dump its refuse, its own shit, 
into its nest, its own nest— 
we see it all in slow motion: 
the fall, the crumple, the writhing moan 
wrestling in the nest as the nest falls apart 
and the Earth, all Earth, Earth is our nest. 
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the Earth is our arteries, our blood 
veins, our lymph flow, our gut 

the Earth is our nerve web, we feel 
pulsations in the air, rock and sea 

we receive the buzz of bees 

in the flowers, corn-grasses, and trees 
we love the whales’ honey in our ears 
we love the waves of fragrance wafting 
and curling with soft edges in our nest, 
the Earth: all Earth, Earth is our nest. 


as we learn to fly and leave our nest 

we must bend down, scrape, and clean our nest 
instead, we play with money in the muck 
instead, we suck off the nest of its blood 

and the Earth, all Earth, Earth is our nest. 


Homo sapiens, species we, now catch ourselves!— 
as we fall into the open pit... 
Homo sapiens|—let’s catch our own shit 
before it falls to Earth, our nest, 
our own nest, Earth, all Earth. 
Homo sapiens on the road to extinction!— 
let’s turn the sign from “go” to “slow” 
sO we can rest and grow, grow and rest 
in our nest, our own living nest, 
Earth— 
all Earth, Earth is our nest 
and Earth, all Earth, Earth is our nest. 
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12.12.2010 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 

Milky Way Galaxy (MWG), 
Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies— 
strung along the lustrous 
Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies— 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

riding the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 


unseen... “Even Greater Attractor” 


in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 
here 
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SARGASSO OF THE SKY 


Galaxy Supercluster CL0016+16 
is some Sargasso Sea of the Sky, 
the place where galaxies and the stars 
within those galaxies go to die. 
they pull themselves together by gravity 
in a cemetery of much mass 
but no free gas 

to fuel the fertile 

balling up of new stars. 


it is a mutual fatal attraction: 

without fresh gas floating by 

to make new stars, clumped galaxies starve. 
as they huddle together in the dark, 

they slowly lose their flesh of compressed gas. 
as they starve down to galactic bone, 

they shed their leftovers, slinging them out, 
or swallow them in central black holes. 


oh so slowly the lights wink out, 
sink into the dark. .. 


ain’t it cold, oh so cold, 
out there, in the dark? 
ain’t it so seeping cold 
in here? ain’t it cold? 
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oh...so... slowly... the lights. . . 
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12.12.2010 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 

13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 

Milky Way Galaxy (MWG), 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies— 
strung along the lustrous 
Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies— 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

riding the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
unseen... “Even Greater Attractor” 
in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

here 
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LEVELS OF Our EXTINCTION 


Let’s start here: 


1. Homo sapiens sapiens (our gene brothers/sisters, 
Homo sapiens neanderthalensis already gone) 
2. all life on Earth 
3. all sentient life in our galaxy 
the Milky Way Galaxy, the Old One 
4. all life in the Old One 
5. all life in the Universe 
6. all of the stars in their nests, 
the Old Ones 
7. all of the Old Ones 
8. all of the black holes, the bones 
of the Old Ones 
9. all universes (2) in the Multiverse (2?) 
When 


does the clock of entropy 
freeze in the cold of heat death? 
When does the clock 


of entropy 


come to full stop? 


—when the clock 
of entropy 
comes to full stop. 


Poems 
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es 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 


streaming towards the unknown... . 


all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 
coiled in the voidnest 
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THE PATTERN UNRAVELS 


it’s not so much that the pattern 
disintegrates, 
the pattern does unravel 
and we see 
ourselves flailing in the heart of the pattern— 
it’s rather that the unraveling 
of the pattern 

is the way the pattern 

catches us in its clutches 
we choke in the vacuum 
as we remember 
entropy was always 
the heir apparent, 
waiting in the wingéd vacuum 
and always sovereign 


[SH] 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 


Poems 


28 


39 


39 


40 


40 


40 


Q.R. Quasar 


WATCHING THE UNIVERSE RACE AWAY 


(100 billion years from now) 


inside the black hole left 

by the Universe as It expanded 

at a rate faster than light could cross 
all that empty space, 


we are stranded 


we are stranded inside an inverse 

black hole: 
no info can reach us from outside 
the event horizon 
we don’t have enough juice to kick 
anything out and through 
the event horizon 


just like everyone else in the Universe 
(—if there’s anyone else 
and if we are still around 
in any form—) 
we are stuck 
in our own island 
system of galaxies— 
in our case, Andromeda and Milky Way 
dancing around and through 
each other 
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in the blue shift 
of approaching light 


as for the rest of the Universe 
as It expands beyond our event horizon of vision, 
all of the red shift of light 

lengthens and 

turns to black 


all of the Universe goes blind 
to far light 

as the Universe expands 
faster than the speed of light 
(186,000 miles per second in 
the vacuum) 


the vacuum blankets more 
the vacuum blackens more 
the vacuum attenuates more 
the vacuum thins out 
more and more 


the vacuum puts out 
the lights 

of the eyes of the Universe 
the Universe goes blind 


es 


04.12.2008 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 
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(after the Big Bang); 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 
Local Group of Galaxies, 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 
in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 


being pulled in the Dark Flow 


streaming towards the unknown. .. 


unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 

here 
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ACCELERATING EXPANSION 


we watch the Universe in Its 
expansion 
away from us 


we watch the Universe in Its 
widening gyre 

as It climbs 

awa 

like a flock of eagles. 

It vanishes, winks out 
speckless 

in the black sky 


of ever night 


on the road to nowhere, 
“dark energy,” anti- 

gravity wrenching space— 
vacuum energy blowing up— 
on the road to nowhere 

“dark energy” takes its toll. 
our passage fee: the rest 

of the Universe 


es 


03.17.2008 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 
the Americas, Earth, 
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44 


Sol System, Orion Spur, 

Milky Way Galaxy in the Virgo 
Supercluster of Galaxies 

in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies 

in motion towards the unknown... 
unseen. .. Great Attractor. .. 
among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

being pulled in the Dark Flow, 
streaming towards the unknown. .. 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 


in the allwhere 
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BHAIRAVI IN THE LONG GONE 


“ashes, ashes, we all fall down.” 
—plague song 


when the Cosmos is long in time, 
all the ashes add up in space. 

it matters not how oblong the song, 
it will fade out, will fade, fade. . . 


when the Cosmos goes into coma 
no one will remember the freshness of Its breath— 
how It heaved and heaved and heaved in fire. 
the dancing atoms have gone cold and numb; they can’t 
maintain their lattices— and break 
and drift away. .. 


no mouth then can pronounce:— 
no machine then can signify:-— 
no gas can pass on the meme, 
“entropy” 

plasmas long gone folded 

and dispersed. . . 
no atom is attracted to other 
no neutron is sovereign 
all uncouples in collapse. 
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the bleakness blankets the darkness 
but there are no eyes left 
to hear the mythical tree fall in quantum silence 
the bleakness blankets the home stretch 
the bleakness blankets final darkness 


terminal nothingness 


oy) 


7-8 April 2000 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 

(after the Big Bang); 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 
Local Group of Galaxies, 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 

in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

being pulled in the Dark Flow 
streaming towards the unknown. .. 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 

here 
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Two Bopies WE LIvE IN 


two bodies have I 
one is local—I move with it 
the other is the Universe—I move in it 


with both bodies do I die: 

in my local motile body, by and by; 
as the Universe, on another scale, 
even more by and by 


you have two bodies, too 

one of them we share 

we all die together as the Universe 

didn’t you know? It has a wailing home too 
yes, that moan, that shriek, is our home 
our ancestral home and our future home 


47 
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all borne along on the rising wave of the attenuated shriek 


outside of our instincts we can shudder 
in our second home. 
of course art crumples in our home that crumbles: 
ashes, ashes, we all fall off 
the roaring edge 
ashes, ashes, we all fall off 


the sheer drop ledge 
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ashes, ashes, we all fall down 
as one body, the Universe, 
into the last, ul- 
timate tailspin down 
the last unknown black hole 


es 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 
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WHEN THE UNIVERSE GOES FLAT-LINED 


when the Universe goes flat-lined 
there'll be nothing left 
to watch Itself 


the Universe will never end 
It will just fade from view 


long slide into final 
and primal 
void 


as the asymptotes float 
endlessly 


towards 


nothingness 


oy) 


Easter 03.23.2008 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

Orion Spur, Milky Way, 

Virgo Supercluster, 

Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 
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among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 
in the Dark Flow 


streaming towards the unknown... . 


unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
in the voidnest 

here 


50 
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IN UNIVERSAL GRIEF 
BEFORE THE COMING Heat Deatu! 


here we now see you already in grief 
as you see yourselves as the last of the lasts 
we are mirrors of your consciousness 
as you see the end 
and you see us_ deep in the spring _ of the Universe 
seeing you deep _ in the gravity well of the heat death 
we are dying in the spring as we watch you die 
we are grieving inthe spring as you begin to grieve for all 
we are talking about bone-dry at the bottom 
of the well of time 
we are already parched 
for time is transparent 

and we are all rats in the glassy 

labyrinth of time. 


all we can do for you is love and wave— 
and, when looking back, you see us, 
you ll recognize us by our eyes, for we’ve been crying 
for you and all us 
all the way through time 


"heat death: the thermodynamic end of the Universe when there is no more 
energy left to be used in any way, all energy having been already dispersed. 
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sure, the sun was bright and the grass was green 
but we saw the heat death 
creeping, creeping 

up through time 

and we cried and shivered 
for us and for you 
aeons before 
you opened your eyes. 


wake up! it is morning 

on the last day of the Universe. 
we are with you, you last ones, 
to the voidfall, to the end. 


es 


18 June 1996 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 

Milky Way Galaxy in the Virgo 
Supercluster of Galaxies 

in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies 

in motion towards the unknown... 
unseen. .. Great Attractor. .. 
among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

being pulled in the Dark Flow, 
streaming towards the unknown. .. 
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unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 


in the allwhere 
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To You IN Our Far FUTURE 
WHOSE FormMs IN VIBRANCE 
WE CANNOT YET IMAGINE 


the scope is daunting— 
the vastness of mystery in the murk— 
mystery, pregnant, infinite in question; 
infinite in time; infinite in space;— 
voiceless and wordless, what can we say?— 
will anyone hear our bafflement 
when the Universe goes through phase change 
and sound and letters get lost 

in the longer and longer wavelengths 

of spreading void vastness? 


the scope is daunting. 

do we live too fast for our far 

inheritors to hear/see our wavelengths of meaning?— 
I mean those in the numbers of far future 

so large that we cannot count the years. 


the scope is daunting: 

now is the time to find out how 

we can translate our fast lives 

into wavelengths of meaning that those 
in the far future can absorb 

and grow on. 

perhaps we are meaningless to them: 
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I do not think so— 
they, in the far future, 
are not meaningless to me 
how could they not love us, 
just as we love them, 
though they are yet to be?— 
and when they roam the Universe 
(isolated as they must be—like us all), 
how could they not love us, 
who thought their love before they lived?— 


let me restate this: 
how could you not love us 
who “now” Jove you before you live? 


es 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 


Poems 


46 


57 


57 


58 


58 


58 


Q.R. Quasar 


WHEN LicHuT DIEs 


“now leaving the Universe 
at the event horizon: 


light.” 


ring around a black hole 
fulgence caught in trap holes 
darkness! darkness! 

we all fade out 


we cannot see the light 

die as it hits 

the event horizon. 

we cannot see the light— 
mangled as it deradiates. 

we can only feel the flailing 

of sprained radiance enslaved 
in an invisible spectrum. 

we feel it with our minds— 
kith, kin, and twin to radiance 


light is not a graft on us. 
light is our inner kernel, 
first germ of life 

we are radiance in full 
flower 
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it is no surprise 
that we hurt 
when light dies 


59 


es 


1999/2006 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 
Supercluster of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
in the voidnest: 

here 
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Nest oF MEss 


the Universe is a far-flung nest of messages 


as the Universe expands evermore, 
each local group of galaxies 
becomes an invisible black hole 
as the rest of the Universe recedes from view 
information from beyond the inverse 


black hole’s 


event horizon is lost 


just as matter degenerates, so does info. 
information decoheres, drops out 


i 


the Universe is a far-flung nest of messages 
the Universe is a far-flung nest of ages 

the Universe is a far-flung mess 

the Universe is a mess 

a far-flung mess of ages 


form deco ops ou 
fo cos. oO 
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verse is a nest of messages 


ver isa nest of mess 
ver i ne _Ssssssss 


eC? 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 
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THE UNIVERSE IS THE ONLY MESSAGE 


the Universe is the only message 
we are lost in the message 


from inside the inverse black hole that is 
the ever-expanding Universe, 

within ten back-to-back cycles of main 
sequence stars, almost all of the Universe 
will fade from view 


it ll be the same story everywhere 
in every galaxy and supercluster— 
anywhere a viewer could be and see— 
it ll be the same story everywhere: 
everything vanishing beyond the event horizon 
with each local species stuck inside its black hole: 
a Universe where light has lost its hold 
and vacuum pushes everything apart 

in its path 

less tracks 
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the Universe is the only message 
we are part of that message 

but soon the Universe is to be lost 
and our part too will mostly be lost 


the Universe is the only message 
the Universe is the only age 
the Universe is the mess 
we can eat the Universe 
only 
so much 
and the Universe eats the rest of us 
mess 
and age 
we try to eat back 
the mess 
and gain 
message 


the Universe splats ever wider 
zero is enthroned 

in the stretching emptiness. . . 
deaf and signless 


es 


late April 2008 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 


13.8 billion years ABB; 
Orion Spur, Milky Way, 
Virgo Supercluster: 
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among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow, 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
in the voidnest 

here 
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WHEN PROTONS DECAY 


i 


when protons decay 
the Universe thins back 
to its native void-vacuum 


when protons decay 

and space speeds away 

the Great Time-Heart’s 

matrix consciousness, woven 

of time-long rays of light— 

when protons decay in the un- 
thinkably far future, the Great 
Time-Heart’s matrix of consciousness, 
massive as braided, splays away, 

the strands unraveling, the rays thinned 
to fade-away, the veins of radiance 


that bridged the all-void — snap!— 


(that is too hopeful a word: 
“snap”—no, they just dissipate) 


the underlying syntax of light 
dissolves into the allwhere chasm 
of sideless, topless, bottomless blackness 
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consciousness, the self and ground of light’s growth, 
no longer knows its own... 
now at the nowhere 

when protons decay, 
consciousness is now un-... 


i 


when protons decay, 
the matrix is unglued. 
when protons decay, 
there is no grip for light to grasp, 
no hand left to light to reach with, 
no mass for light to breathe in— 
only full null now left: 
consciousness is now 

un-... 


[SH] 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 


Although there is a sequence of sorts to the sections of this 
book, and although each poem in each section has its place in 
a sequence within that section, the reader should feel at liberty 
to read the poems in my books in whatever order she/he feels 
like. As Samuel Johnson quipped, “One doesn’t read books, 
one reads through books.” Even so, the reader is invited to read 
through my books however he/she pleases. The reader should 
feel free to skip poems, read poems over again, etc. 


—Q.R. Quasar 
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SHE Is ALL BEAUTIFUL 


so, in the dream I’m walking along 

the upscale but funky movie and restaurant 
district in the lower hills of Los Angeles 
and I seem to be about to wake up when 
something across the street catches my eye: 


on an otherwise empty sidewalk, a live 
commercial is going on: there’s a golden blonde 
young woman trailing her long luscious hair 
around a shiny hoop large as herself. 
her hair and the hoop make a slow 
-ly spinning aureole 

and a voice is coming from nowhere: 
“~.. beautiful. .. she is all beautiful...” 


she looks right past me as she wheels. 
the reel of her radiance glows and grows 
and as my eyes pan her 

from head to toe, she is all beautiful— 
in the so real, she 


is all beautiful— 


but there are no cameras, no flock 

of Hollywood go-fers: no one is shooting— 
it’s live—there’s just Venus, flying her hair 
like a flag in a golden-rimmed aureole, Venus, 
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out of Botticelli’s painting of her birth 
in the foam of breaking waves and 
standing in the giant half-shell, 
Venus, glowing out 
of all her skins, 
Venus, the divine-fleshed, in Los Angeles. 


ah, yes—against all prejudice, even mine— 
there in the flesh: Venus in Los Angeles— 
her glow pries my open eyes 

I seize the radiance my eyes believe— 

ah, yes! ah, yes!— 

radiant in her flesh: Venus in Los Angeles 


oy) 


Nov 1996 & Apr 2011 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 

(after the Big Bang); 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 

Milky Way Galaxy (MWG), 
Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 
in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies 

in motion towards 

the unknown... unseen... 
Great Attractor. .. 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 
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being pulled in the Dark Flow, 
streaming towards the unknown... . 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

of the known and unknown. .. 

the seen and the unseen. . . 

here 
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THE GopDEss DANCES 
(THE CouGar CHOOSES TO DANCE) 


in a dream last night I saw four 
mountain lions, cougars 
they were in pairs: 
the first pair were 
half-grown cubs 

maybe four or five feet long 
they were mid-brown in color 
their muzzles were brown, 

so I knew they were young 


one cub came at me 
in some sort of lunge 

it moved so fast that when I shot 
with my pistol, the bullet missed 
its head on the left side 


I turned to run away 
into a half-open space 
with grass, up in the mountains 
Uri, my son, was with me there 
we saw another pair, one young 
like the other two, but one 
was huge. it was between Uri and me 
its muzzle was black-tinged— 
it was probably a mother. 
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it was so massive, I knew 
I could not stop it with a pistol bullet 
if it charged, so I did not shoot. 


she was six feet away. there 
was no way I could escape, 

so I watched her 

rear back upright on two feet 
and spiral and spin in a dance, 
spin and swirl, 

head high, slowly 

twirl and spin— 


“maul” is the word. 
she could have. . . 
—but instead, 
she let me 
watch her 
spin and twirl in a dance 
before me 


oh) 
05.24.1996 
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LAYERS OF FALL AND SPRING (STARSTUFF) 


after aeons. .. 

after aeons and aeons of aeons 

after novae, novae upon novae 

of stars bloating and spraying— 

after even larger supernova explosions, 
cycles of supernovae upon supernovae 

in gas splatter and booming shock waves: 
starbursts and starbursts and vast, 
unspeakably vast bloated starburst 

upon starburst upon starburst upon starburst 
after aeons. . . and aeons of aeons 


just like layer upon layer of leaves 
falling in autumn, fall after fall— 
just like layer upon layer of fallen trees 
followed by fresh growth each spring 
from the rotten dust and detritus— 
just so, sun after sun, star upon star— 
who in turn, fed upon the metal poor 
harvests of the first giant stars— 
even so, sun after sun, star after star 
at the end of its burn, short or long, 
blows out 

hydrogen, helium, and metal 

gas. 

just like the loam from fallen leaves, 
the supernova remnants coalesce 
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as thick, with rich stardust, clouds 
and oxygen, carbon, and iron star systems 
gather in swirling metallic gas clumps, ion-loud 


this swirling hydrogen and helium mix 
with metal gas squeezes down to solar systems 
some of this gas denses down to solid rock 
it is this starstuff that makes us 
us. 

the molten radioactive iron underfoot 
that makes the Earth warm is this starstuff. 
the lithium in the cellphones and batteries, 
the iron in our blood that lets us breathe 
oxygen, and the oxygen itself— 
the nitrogen in Earth’s air that aids us breathe— 
the silicon in computers and Earth’s crust— 
all this is this exploded starstuff, starstuff. 
the carbon in our food and plants that lets us eat— 
the sodium and potassium in our brains 
that give us pause and make us think— 
all this is this exploded starstuff, starstuff. 
the eyes that let you read 

this— 
the ears that let you hear 

this— 
all this is this exploded starstuff, starstuff. 


from the fall of vast ancient suns do we spring: 
suns upon suns, starbursts upon starbursts 
after aeons. .. and aeons of aeons 
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of star births and star girths and star growths and starbursts, 
do we come singing in light with our void inside— 
from the fall of vast ancient suns do we spring. 
from the new growth in the spinning star systems— 
from all this into the crushing vastness 
do we leap in light 
and burst 


into song!— 
liquid, living song. 
we pass the radiant plasma along. 
we pass our starstuff in song. 


oy) 


2.7° Kelvin: 13.8 billion years 
after the Big Bang (ABB); 

Earth, Sol System, 

Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 
Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 

in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 
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LIGHT BLOoms 


in its desperate thrashing 
to come #o 

consciousness 

light springs 

out of nothing 


in its desperate thrashing 
to come to 

consciousness 

light founts 

out of nowhere 


light plodes 


light plows the void 


with veins of blood-radiance 


light catches its stride 
light comes to 

know 

the void 

as its own 


flower bed 


light blooms 
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10.30.2010 CE: 

2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 
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THE UNIVERSE MAKES ITSELF 


boiling up and in and out 
of the quark soup 

cum quantum foam 
springing and boiling—pre-plasma sliming— 
springing up and out and in— 
springing in and up and out 
of the quark soup 

cum quantum foam: 
the Universe goes haywire 
springing everywhichway 
out of the black hole 
and into the white hole— 

splat! 


springing up and out of quantum foam 
the Universe rethreads Its void vessels 
the Universe springs haywire 

and spirals up and out and in 

only slowly does the magnetism 

herd the quantum cats 

into some pattern 

that can make itself out 

as it flips higher and higher 

out of the ouch ouch plasma frying pan 
straight into the mirror of void 

the patterns dance as they blink 

in the mirror 
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the patterns dance as they see 
through themselves 

to themselves 
the patterns dance as they weave 
themselves into themselves 
the patterns get woozy and wiggly 
as they make themselves 

out 

in themselves 


the patterns put themselves 
together in their magnetic pull 
up 

into themselves 


now they can make out 

the viciousness that throbs 
through them 

now they can make out 

in the dark 

and see themselves 
superimposed on themselves 


the Universe pulls Itself up 
through the magnetism in all 
Its patterns 
the Universe pulls Itself together 
and makes Itself 

out 


in the dark 
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the Universe rethreads Itself: 
light through light through light 
and pulls all the light 


into one dancing web-weave 


the Universe makes Itself out 
void through and through 
light through and through 
the one dancing web-weave 


of void and light 


the Universe makes Itself in 
—+to Itself 

and flickers so fast 

void and light are one 

blur 

Universe 

throughout 

Universe 

throughin 


es 


15 & 18 Nov 2010 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 

(after the Big Bang); 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 
Local Group of Galaxies, 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 

in the Pisces-Cetus 
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Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

being pulled in the Dark Flow 
streaming towards the unknown. .. 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 

here 
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THE UNIVERSE WANTS TO BLOOM 


t 


the Universe wants to come out 


I cannot stop It 

I do not want to stop 
It 

It is going to come out 

right through me 


in the modulations 
of my scream 

I radiate in 

the known Universe 
with my scream 

I ratchet up 

the light cone 


the Universe flows 
out my mouth 

the Universe flows 
right through me 


i 
my tongue comes out 


I lick the slick 


inside of the vacuum void 
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my tongue comes out my mouth 
I lick the harsh 


outside of the vacuum void 


the Universe wants to come out 
I open my mouth 

the scream blooms 

in the vacuum void 

nothing can stop It 


es 


17 April 2010 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 
Supercluster of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
in the voidnest: 

here 
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THE UNIVERSE WAKES IN THE NIGHT 


in the long night— 

in the long long night, 

the Universe tosses and turns 

on Its vacuum bed 

the Universe tosses and turns 

in the interminably long 
long night 

the Universe wakes 

from time to time 

with long stretches between 

in the long long night 


in the long long night 

the Universe tosses and turns. 

from time to time 

the Universe wakes up 

with long stretches of darkness between 
the bright moments of waking 


in the long long night 

the Universe tosses and turns. 
from time to time 

the Universe wakes up 

and opens Its eyes 

light streams in 

and light streams out 

Its open eyes 
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when the Universe wakes 
in the interminably long long night 


in the long long night— 
in the vast black 
of never-ending night, 
the Universe tosses and turns 
in Its restless unconscious dreams 
but from time to time 
the Universe wakes and opens Its eyes 
light streams in them 
light jets out them 
from time to time 
the Universe wakes and blazes 
then falls back again into the darkness 
of its restless unconscious dreams— 


falls back into darkness 


in the long night— 
in the long long night, 
the Universe tosses and turns 
on Its vacuum bed 
the Universe sleeps fitfully 
the Universe wakes and the Universe sleeps 
in the long drawn out 
long long night 


es 


10.02.2010 CE: 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, 
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Pisces-Cetus Filament: 
among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 


streaming towards the unknown. .. 


all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 
coiled in the voidnest 
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CoATL ICUE: [THE GODDESS IN SLITHER 


“Birds of a feather flock together.” 
—DMother Goose 


let’s put it this way: it was as if 
It/She wanted me to know 

that She is the Snake Goddess: 

“Coatl icue’-— “Coatl icue” 

She was an immense slithering brown 
serpent taking up a whole field 

of wet brown mud in her fold 

and fold and fold and fold and again fold 
She was the same as the mud 

except in the slither that was her form 
She took up the whole field of vision 
in the wet brown that was Her 
foreground and Her background 


She wanted me to know: She is 

the Snake Goddess. She made me say 
her name over and over again 

for two hours to make sure 

I got it right. 

I got it right: Coatl icue— 

Coatl icue—not “Coat-licue’— 
Coatl icue— Coatl icue— 
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not “l-iku,” and not “1-iku”— 

that last was Gilgamesh’s plot in the sky 
above where he planted the shine tree, 
the mes-tree, to guide 

to the next post—as it was said— 

on the great highway of the sky, 

the old high road of the dead 

moving off around the bend and diving down 
—as it was said— 

to the root of the world tree 

in the deep down darkness 

where shine springs out— 

but that is another story 

and I am the living link between 


so the Snake Goddess wanted me to know 
her name, “Coatl icue,” and that 
the feather that touched Her 
would ignite into light: 
the feather that twisted with her slither, 
her slither womb, would be Huitzilopochtli, 
“Hummingbird of the Left,” the all-field shine, 
the radiance that overcomes 
you. 
She wanted me to know 
that they are samed in blood-radiance, 
they are one family in splendor: 


the Snake Goddess, the Bird Serpent, the Bird 


Humming in Light so fast you can’t see it: 
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“Coatl icue,” Quetzal-coatl, Huitzi- 
lopochtli, so warm out of the wetness, 
so glow in the soft touch 

permeating the eye’s nest. 

She wanted me to know. 


She wanted me to know: 
they are one 

blood, one radiance, one field, one wet 
network of sticky inside shine 
that oozes out into the darkness 
to make it pulse. 
She wanted me to know: 
the snake, the bird, the man walking in light, 
the light that pregnates the sky— 
they are one family, one unbroken nest-braid, 
one brood, one blood, 

one radiance: 
“snakes of a feather flock together.” 
She wanted me to wear 
my snake-wings in the mud. 


this is the family: 

Coatl icue, Quetzal-coatl, 
Huitzilopochtli 

and me, little me. 

—and yes: we fly in the mud. 
we fly in the rock, we fly 

in the solid pitch—we: 

Coatl icue, Quetzal-coatl, 
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Huitzilopochtli 
and me, little me: 

—and yes: 
we shine with our tongues 


es 


22:& 23: Sep 2011-C.E.,.2.7° K: 
13.8 billion years 

after the Big Bang (ABB); 

on the Atlantic Coast, 

Earth, Sol System, 

Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 
Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies— 
in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies— 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 
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QUETZALCOATL, No. I: 
QUETZALCOATL (1-REED), 
THE Cry AND THE Cry BACK 


Quetzalcoatl! wants to speak: 

“Why have you left me out in this ocean 
where there are no trees and no leaves 

and the winds buffet me with salt sting-spray? 
Call me back to the forest thickets with wet 
dripping sundrops glistening on the leaves.” 


I call you, Quetzalcoatl. 
You are welcome to the forest of my heart. 
I have trees and leaves and frogs 
for you in the valves and chambers of my heart. 
You can breathe in the branches of my lungs. 
You can slither in the air 
of my arteries and veins. 
My blood is open to you 
Quetzalcoatl! 


oy) 


04.01.2010, Maryland 
on the solid ground 
of the Americas, Earth 


'Quetzalcoatl (1-Reed): See Notes in the Appendix. 
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QUETZALCOATL, No. 2: 
THE PLUMED SUN 


Quetzalcoatl, come fly in my heart! 

the sky in my heart is clear 

you can rise in my left ventricle 

and set in my right auricle 

when clouds fill my heart, they are luscious. 
while still in full flight, you 

can drink directly from my heart’s clouds 
Quetzalcoatl, come fly in my heart! 


Quetzalcoatl, my body is a forest full of food 
come alight inside me and feast! 

from horizon to horizon inside me 

the air is full of light 


come inside me and breathe the light! 


Quetzalcoatl, I have squeezed the poisons 
from my heart. the sky in my heart 

is pure. the blood-air is clear 

look at the light rising! breathe the light! 
Quetzalcoatl, come fly in my heart! 
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Quetzalcoatl, my heart is as wide 

as the horizon of galaxies 

stretching the very flesh of space. 
Quetzalcoatl, come fly in the sky of my heart! 


es 


04.03.2010 CLE. 
Maryland, USA 

on the solid ground 

of the Americas, 

Earth 

spinning in the allwhere 
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HUITZILOPOCHTLI, No. 3: 
Your THtrp HAnp TuRNS THE CORNER 


Huitzilopochtli? lifts off from its past 
like a rocket from its pad 
Huitzilopochtli sheds its cultures 
as a rocket burns off its boosters 
Huitzilopochtli is high, beyond 

the stratosphere and streaming 

in the transformation sphere 

Huitzi is rising to meet its solar selfshine. 


when Huitzilopochtli is one sun, 

faces turn to taste the fertile mystery 

Huitzi is above ground and below at the same time 
Huitzi is in your mind and sky-shine—same time. 
with his third hand, Huitzilopochtli 


turns the mystery so you can more fully see. 


Huitzilopochtli loves one thing more than all: 
teaching you to swim without fins 

deep in the loveshine of the solar sea. 
there, there is so much light you cannot sink 

but deeper into the source of radiance. 


*Huitzilopochdi: See Notes in the Appendix. 
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Huitzilopochtli is the joyous compass 
but you are the pole. 
*) «< *3 . . 
it’s your turn now. take Huizi’s hand in shine— 


take his third one: blinds fall off the sun. 


45 


oy) 


10.10.1996 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 

13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 

Milky Way Galaxy (MWG), 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies— 
strung along the lustrous 
Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies— 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

riding the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
unseen... “Even Greater Attractor” 
in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

here 
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HuItTzILopocutti, No. 12: 
BUILDING A HIGHWAY 
INTO LiGHT’s HOME 


the names come hunting and haunting 

down the snake-path of time— 

gathering color and glinting footsteps as they come: 
Blue Tezcatlipoca on the left, billowing in hot mist 
and Quetzalcoatl,* the serpent enplumed, on the right, 
shimmering from green to blue and back again. 

the names come hunting and haunting 

down the snake-path of time: 

it is I they hunt, it is I they haunt. 


Tezcatlipoca‘ lurches forward—his left foot, the sea; 
his right, a volcano in blast and lava flow. 
Quetzalcoatl flies as streaming sky’s light, 
his scales rooting into the lives of the jungle. 
Zalco’s coat is woven of clouds, 
both high and low. 

Zalco’s eyes are sunset and sunrise. 
Tezcat dreams in the rock, 

hunts in the fog. 


3Quetzalcoatl: See Notes in the Appendix. 
4See note on Quetzalcoatl. 
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They have a brother, of another color—red-yellow-white— 
who is them both: one who wears a name of light— 
a pulsing name of light inside— 

Huitzilopochtli°’ bleeds their meanings like wet dyes. 
Huitzi constructs its transformation in jump cuts: 
each time it stamps its name into mind, 

the edges of opposites further coalesce and fuse. 
Huitzilopochtli guides from mind and guts. 
Tezcatlipoca and Quetzalcoatl are night and day: 

in Huitzilopochtli they intertwine and shine 

as time’s life growing. 


it is their many-colored sound that breathes. 
Tezcatlipoca and Quetzalcoatl 

rumble and shimmer—fume, spit, and twitter in turns. 
sideways and tideways they tumble and rush. 

each is the other through Huitzilopochtli, 

the guide god whose instinct changes in mind. 

in Huitzilopochtli they intertwine and shine 

as time’s life growing. 


oy) 


11.08.1996 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 
Milky Way Galaxy (MWG), 


5 Huitzilopochtli: See Notes in the Appendix. 
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39 


Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies— 
strung along the lustrous 
Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies— 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

riding the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 


unseen... “Even Greater Attractor” 


in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 
here 
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HuITZILOPOcHTLI, No. 60: 
JusT THE LIGHT 


Huitzilopochtli on live: 
the holy spirit stripped bare 
no culture as clothes 
no ritual as atmosphere 
no priests to cover up the light 
no sacrifices, no blood on the knives, 
no bleeding down the temple steps, no lives 
cut— 
just the light, the pure, the naked 
light. 
just the power, just the power to jump 
the ages 
just the living light that crosses 
the vacuum void 
and screams in my heart: 
I shine 
I shine 
just the pure light 
I shine 


Poems 


40 


49 


49 


50 


50 


Q.R. Quasar 


es 


04 & 06 August 1997 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 


13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 

Milky Way Galaxy (MWG), 
Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies— 
strung along the lustrous 
Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies— 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

riding the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 


unseen... “Even Greater Attractor” 


in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 
here 
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RESURRECTION LETTER TO 
NEZAHUALCOYOTL (HUNGRY COYOTE) 


Nezahualcoyotl,° old 
great-granduncle, you asked: 
are we like the flowers that spray 
fresh colors and dance fragrance 
wafting iridescence 

in the braids of the air 

only 

to fade 

and crinkle in the uncoloring 
wilt 

to broken stalk 

and cracked dry stem? 


now 

five hundred years later 

I answer you in the dead 

air that you used to fill 

with the blooming word-jungles 
that your mind used to tend 


©Nezahualcoyotl: See Notes in the Appendix. 
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Iam here in your mind-garden now 
I am blind to the garble 
of your bubbling Nahuatl stream 
but the words have left their fossils 
and I have planted new flowers 
in the whistling hollows of their bone-stalks. 
the flowers can walk from mind- 
garden to mind-garden now 
and they strew their honey bees 
as they go, some to ride, some to stay and stick 
and fertilize. 


Hungry Coyote, I have new words 
for your flowers to feed on— 
consc. whrash. nadamize. voidflesh. Qalansuwara— 
I have resonating vacuums 
for your echoes to sound in. 
we, too, symph in the open 
spaces of consciousness, 
the live now that dances 
into the live now. 
we sea in the trance 
-parent 


you asked: is there really life 

there in the place where 

there is no flesh2?— 

use your ghost eyes to see 

we are like you—we are already dead 
and yet you live here in me 
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I sing new spaces 
where my void-gardens blossom. 
I pass the pollen 


to the next mind-garden. 


we all nest 

in the place where there 

is no flesh 

we lay our eggs in the voidsea 

we undulate in the waves of consc, consc, 
consciousnest 


I sing off-key in the splash depths 
I sing new spaces 

where my void-gardens blossom 
I pass the pollen 


to the next mind-garden. 
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es 


02.08.2011 C.E., 2.7° K: 

13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 
Supercluster of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow 


streaming towards the unknown. .. 


all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 


veined in the voidnest: here 
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ANGEL 17: COLLIDE AND COINCIDE, 
ANGEL AND DIVINE ZONE 


angel haunts a place that never existed in space. 
from this place of mixed desire, angel is plucked 
like a harp—a harp that is played by a volcano 


sometimes by yearning, sometimes by sudden accident, 
sometimes by a bit of discipline with both 

and a clear 

spirit, 

angel gets sucked into the Divine Zone, 

a place in the heart as large as eternity. 

the Divine Zone exists only when angel visits it. 
inside the Divine Zone, angel expands like a gas 
angel can’t tell where its sides are, it is so full, 

so full of that prime being that it must load down: 
angel explodes out of the Divine Zone, 

bits and pieces of it floating in a place 

of mixed desire and hope 
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angel dreams it is an asteroid belt 

or a vaporized sun orbiting the Divine Zone 

angel haunts a place that never existed in space 
nonetheless, the Divine Zone is a hot bubble of gravity 
ready to implode angel inside at any moment— 

not that this is a clear case of mutual love: 

angel is addicted to the Divine Zone 

but at some point, the Divine Zone is addicted to angel: 
spinning in their native no-places, 

they get a fix on each other: 

the Divine Zone coincides then with angel. 


oy) 


05/16/1991 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

Orion Spur, Milky Way, 

Virgo Supercluster, 

Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
in the voidnest 

here 
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ANGEL 42: DIVINE ZONE INSIDE OUT 


i 


having tried so long 
to break the light barrier of the Divine, 
angel is once again amazed 
as it breaks through to 

the Divine Zone. 
there are no barriers now, no forms: 
no borders, no zones, no light and dark, 
not a single line— 
everything dissolves. 
angel is no longer angel in the Divine Zone. 
no names stick to “It.” 


ii 


the Divine Zone turns itself inside out 

now all barriers are bones of the Zone 

all the lines and borders that drive 

angel berserk 

have their fibers one and the same 
with the Divine 


angel is a tree flailing in Divine Wind 
angel is rooted in the furnace light 
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time runs circles around angel’s mind 
angel slams itself into—angel fertilizes— 
angel smynks and smacks black holes, gets sucked in 


in, in, in 
to the Divine Zone: 
angel expands to infinite 
as it plunges deeper in. 
grammar breaks in the crush-burst of light 


es 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 
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ANGEL 47: ANGEL 
CatTcHEs UP WITH ITSELF 


angel brings to bear its beyond-galactic 
mass on itself, bears down hard and in. 
angel brings to bear its mass of thought. 


making its own black hole inside itself, 
with an infinite curvature of inner space, 
angel implodes. 
angel pinpoints the infinity that spreads in. 
angel goes in so far, angel comes 
out the other side 

that is no side 
but the whole in which are all holes. 
angel explodes into itself spread; 
angel explodes into Divine Zone. 


(SH) 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 


all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
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stretching in the allwhere 
coiled in the voidnest 
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ANGEL 100/INSTINCT TO LiGHT, No. 3: 
WHEN ANGEL Comes UP For LIGHT 


when angel comes up for light 

the ocean, so opaque, goes through sea-change 
when angel opens its eyes to breathe 

angel is flying in the ocean of suns 


angel’s eyes are in its wings 

angel’s mouth is in its heart 

angel’s wings beat arterial light 

angel’s eyes pump radiance into its primal source 
light flows into first light 

(this story is parsecs beyond fusion furnaces) 
light and void trade chromosomes in angel’s eyes 


angel is on the Divine Divide 

angel’s wings and eyes are in light; 

angel’s mouth and feet are in the dark. 
angel’s heart beats out light into both sides 
angel’s mouth makes magic real in the dark 


angel speaks light 


oy) 


05/24/1996 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 
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Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 
Supercluster of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow 


streaming towards the unknown... . 


all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
in the voidnest: 
here 
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IN EXTREME LIGHT 


i 


in luminus extremis, light grows 

not only by degree, but also, beyond 
our imagination—so much brighter 
than we thought bearable 


in the throes of luminus extremis, 
light grows. 

light grows brighter and thicker, 
deeper in hue but more luminous. light grows. 
light grows at a burning pitch, but doesn’t 
burn out the mind: light seeds more light. . . 
more light in mind! 


in the throes of /uminus extremis, light grows 
so far beyond belief that the belief barrier 

is shattered mini-second by mini-second 

so much brighter and faster light grows 

than our belief can follow 


in extreme light, we writhe in the superlight, 
ultralight, but not more than light, 
only more than we imagined light could shine. 


light shines brighter 
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than all measure. 
in extreme light, we writhe, then settle 
in light so far beyond bright, 
we cannot name any of it 
but we learn to bear it, the deeper 
we fall into it 


in extreme light, the shine 

does not shut us out, but gathers 

us into the warmer and warmer. . . 
exquisitely beyond all comfort, we nestle 
into the prime nest of light: 

the shine so bright, 

there is only one stream of light— 
nothing else but light, only one 

stream of light 


i 


absorbed into light, 
we are at the root. we grow 
more light 


the shine so bright, everything melting 
into one growing stream of light— 
nothing else but light— 

light streaming! light streaming! 

one all-carrying stream of light 
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the shine so brighter 

the shine still brighter 

the shine so brighter 

the shine still brighter 

the shine so brighter 

the shine still brighter 

the shine so brighter 

there is nothing left but light 


inside the light, there are no bounds: 
light streaming in light streaming 
light swimming in light swimming in 
the light stream 

the shine so bright 

in the stream of light 

nothing left but light 

only one 

stream of light 

a rainbow of currents shining 

but only one 

stream of light 


es 


12/04/1999 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 
Milky Way Galaxy (MWG), 


Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies— 
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strung along the lustrous 
Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies— 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

riding the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
unseen... “Even Greater Attractor” 
in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

here 
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INSTINCT TO LicHT, No. 7: 
FALLING HEAVILY Up INTo LIGHT 


at the pinnacle of light is the true 
gravitational base in disguise 

this deep heaviness of light pulls you up 
until you fall into the ever-upper sky 


light at the upper reaches 

becomes manifest as pure mass. 

once you get high enough, 

light’s sovereign pull holds sway— 

an incontrovertible pull that will not be brooked; 
it trumps the “normal,” expected, fallback. 
it hauls you the rest of the way 

until your mass, your self, is light’s mass 
pure in the falling 

pure in the falling into 

pure in the falling up 


all things consciousness touches 
are indistinguishable in the sheer shine, light’s mass 
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INSTINCT TO LiGcHT, No. 8: 
Licut Stamps ITs CoDE IN YOUR HEART 


Z 


here is the code 
(it is as light taught me, 
as interior light taught me):— 


here is the code: 
when the trance comes on— 
when the trance comes over you, 
you are home 
you are the Divine Zone 
you can’t stand it— 
it’s just too much 
love, beauty, grace, and mercy. 
it’s overload: too much 
power ranging through your body, 
too much weight 
for your will to bear 
it’s just too much 


when the trance comes on— 

when the trance comes over you, 

you are lost in light 

a sun core burns inside you 

and you fly inside a sun, 

flung everywhichway in the light storms. 
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you are caught in the light: 
it’s just too much. 
here is the code: 
if it’s not too much light, 
it’s not the Divine Zone 


this is why you can’t stand it 
(it’s all so obvious): 
light is a parasite 

it needs a home, always 
needs a home 

you are it. 

you know it. 

you can’t stand it. 

it’s just too much 

to carry 

the Divine Zone. 


but — it’s all so obvious— 
who else— 
but you? 


when the interior light rises 
and you lose yourself— 
when the interior light rises 
and you forget yourself, 
you remember the code: 
you are the Divine Zone. 
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i 


light brands its own, 
re-instills them with th’instinct to light 
to draw them back home, all the faster 


i 


when you come down, 
remember to be kind to yourself. 
it is the angels that carry 

the Throne, the Divine Zone, 

in the light storm of their hearts. 


oy) 


(Bhairava madbhava, 03.10.2000) 
03/14/2000 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 

(after the Big Bang); 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 
Local Group of Galaxies, 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 

in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

being pulled in the Dark Flow 
streaming towards the unknown. .. 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
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all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 

here 
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INSTINCT TO LicuT, No. 9: 
SHINE GATHERS UP ITs 
Own (PALPABLE LIGHT) 


like magma in a volcano 

ever ready to erupt 

light is always pressing up 

against thick thick thick thick 
massed black blanketing darknesses 


we know that light does blow 
and come free in the infinite 
skies of our minds 

into high shine 
for we see light rise and disappear 
beyond our reach into another spectrum: 
it is a loft to which we aspire 


we cannot see light at that pitch of shine- 

so-high we can only feel its thickness, 

the complement and vibrant answer to the darkness. 
when we try to rise and stand in the light, 

our heads get stuck in shine so thick 

we cannot move our heads or eyes— 

we can only cry 

our silent conduction to ever-shine. 
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es 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 
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LITANY FOR LIGHT 


i 


this is it. 

this is not a rehearsal for eternity. 
this is it. 

light is eternity now. 

this is it. 

light is not an idea. 

light is live. light shines. 

the closure of darkness opens here. 


i 


this is it. 

light does not shine on the promised land— 
light is the promised land. 

light makes no promises— 

light is all promise fulfilled. 


light is the answer that has no question. 


this is it. 

light has no history— 

light is instantaneous presence. 
light does not shine on a new age— 
light shines on age after age. 
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light shines on... 
light is its own time zone. 
light shines now. 
light is not new. 

light shines on 
light shines time through time through time. . . 
light is not a one-night stand. 
light shines next. 

light shines on 
light shines and shines while no one is looking. 
light does not turn off. 
light shines and shines. . . 

light shines on 

light is here to stay day and night. 
light is steadfast and heartfast. 
light shines and shines inside and out. 
light is solid radiance through and through. 
light shines now and next. 
light shines and shines. . . 
light shines on 


light does not stop you from falling 
into the dark— 

the dark makes you fall/fly into light. 
light shines and shines. . . 

light shines on 
light shines in and out 
the formless fabric of void. 
light plays both sides of the mind-space line. 


Poems 


70 


79 


79 


80 


80 


71 


80 


Q.R. Quasar 


light does not hold you together in the void— 
you shine as you fall/fly apart 
into light. 
light shines in you and out 
light shines on light 
light swims in its own shine 
light streams in its own storm of radiance 
light shines on 


this is it: 

this is eternity now: 
light is shining. 
light shines on. . . 


es 


1985/2005/2008 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 

Milky Way Galaxy (MWG), 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies— 
strung along the lustrous 
Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies— 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

riding the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
unseen... “Even Greater Attractor” 
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in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 
here 
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History OF SCREAMS, No. 4: 
THE Last SCREAM OF A LOCUST 


Z 


when a wasp clutches a locust in midflight 
and pierces it to paralyze it, 

the locust’s scream harrows the ears. 
eardrums are clawed by the screaming 
going on and on 

until the locust is borne down to ground 
and the wasp injects its eggs 

into the living cocoon of the locust 


now the locust is a nest for eggs 

next the larvae eat the locust alive 

new adult wasps crawl out the locust’s carapace 
the cycle repeats itself. . . 

the screams go on and on 


i 


screams crawl under your skin 
screams eat you alive 

new screams cry out your mouth 
the cycle repeats itself 

the screams go on and on 
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es 


Eastertide, 2010/11 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 


13.8 billion years ABB; 

Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 
Supercluster of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
in the voidnest: 

here 
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HisTOoRY OF SCREAMS, No. 5: 
WHEN A RasBiT DIkEs 


when a rabbit dies, after having made 
no sounds all its life, it screams 

as it kicks its legs out— 

dislocates them in its final act. 

then there is just the quivering 


oy) 


Eastertide, 2010 
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History OF ScREAMS, No. 6: 
Wuat Is THE COLOR OF A SCREAM? 


now that the knife is underneath the skin, 

I explore, with cutting edge, 

the history of the scream 

and the piercing point that launches 

the sscccrrrreeeeaaaaaam from the runway of the tongue 
and deep back mouth 

and the lungs that have no saliva to give, 

no tears to distribute 


the pharynx is an open black cave 
that transforms to an unknown color 
when the sscccrrrreeeeaaaaam comes out 


oy) 


Eastertide, 2010 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 
Supercluster of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
in the voidnest: 

here 
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THE UNIVERSE IN Nonstop How. 


“I'd howl too, if I were the howling kind.” 
—Stirling Brown 


the Universe is howling 

the Universe is howling nonstop 

the howl issues from my mouth 

when I scream, the Universe is screaming 


I come howling into this 

this comes howling out my mouth 
the silent scream is smooth in my eyes 
I mirror the Universe with my scream 
torus-like, the Universe rises 

from its voidnest in my mind 

and blazes from my throat 

to shine on the void outside 


then 


plows back inside me 
to gestate for spring again 


from the void I come howling 
into this I come howling 


the Universe slides through me. 
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our strokes are not parallel. 

our cries are not just isotropic— 
they are the same shriek 

when I scream, the cosmos is 
screaming 


torus-like, screams tumble from the voidnest 
they cannot rest. 

black as dead solar cinders, 

the screams root from the great voidnest 

and stream through my veins, my brain-skeins 
I eject them from my voidnest 

only to find the roots regrown inside 

I am screaming inside 

the Universe is howling outside 

when I scream, the Universe screams 


the voidnest is howling allwhere 
it is now 
cosmos 


es 


06.13 & 06.16.2011 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 

(after the Big Bang); 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 

Local Group of Galaxies, 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 

in the Pisces-Cetus 


90 


gt 


91 


The Universe in Bloom - 


Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

being pulled in the Dark Flow 
streaming towards the unknown. .. 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 

here 
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CRUCIFIXION 


—for Jesus and the two thieves 
for Peter and Paul 
for Ibn Baqiyya 
for Spartacus’s soldiers and 
for the Christians who were mauled 


they fix you 
they fix you good 
they crucifix you 


first they strip you naked 

then they pound the nails 

into your wrists, pinning you 
to the crossbar 

then they get your legs crossed 

and pound nails through both 
your feet 

pinning your feet to the bottom 
of the cross 


now you are stuck 

they lift the cross 

so all can see as they pass 
Golgotha or the Via 

you piss and shit naked 
on the cross for all to see 
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the agony drives you deep 
and does not stop 
you have no place to rest 
your head 
you cannot sleep 
your head begins to drop 
you are exhausted and can’t sleep 


the agony drives you deep 
and does not stop 

when your neck crumples 
you cannot breathe 

when your neck. . . 

then you are dead 


they fix you 
they fix you good 
they crucifix you 


[SH 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 
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Doom 


now I unleash the Furies 
we are still here 

we are not tamed 

now I unleash the Furies 


you cannot stop the fall of the Roman Empire 
it is rotten to the core 
all the tree’s good bark 
and growing cambium 
will not hold it up 
it is rotten to the core 
no one can hold up the great tree 
it will make a fierce noise 
when it crashes in the forest 
you cannot stop the fall 
of the Roman Empire 


I have unleashed the Furies. 


es 


Spring, 2010: 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, 


Pisces-Cetus Filament: 
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among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 


streaming towards the unknown. .. 


all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 
coiled in the voidnest 
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THE BLOOD FLoop 


war is a non-stop blood spill 
war is a non-stop blood geyser 
blood gushes 
blood blossoms 
the hyacinth of death is still 
growing 
no one can staunch the flowing 


blood is doing its thousand- 
years marathon 
blood is running off course 
blood is running 
blood will not stop running 


blood is a spill that spurts 


war leaves us with blood in the trees 

war leaves us with blood in gutters 

the leaves drip with new blood 

the dust congeals into blood-mud 

and dries back into cracked blood cakes 

blood is running underground, in sand, 
in shale, in rivers, in lime-smudge 

war does not leave us 

war will not leave us alone 


blood is running its thousand- 
years marathon 
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with no finish line in sight 

blood is not faltering, not wavering 
blood is on a dead run 

no one can stop the blood flood 

bodies disappear in flashes 
consciousness is erased, unbeen, undone 
there are no pieces after the crashes 

no one can stop the blood flood 


the blood river rages down anger gorges 
and when the old anger has numbed to ash, 
the liquid fire flagrates on its tsunami flood 
blood is running its thousand- 

years marathon 
blood is coursing in the open 
blood is running— 
blood floods the open pain 
no one can stop the blood flood 
no one can stop the blood flood 


oy) 


06.2010 & 04.23.2011 C.E., 2.7° K: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies: 
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among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 


veined in the voidnest: here 
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BLoop WEB 


“T put your blood back into your own veins” 
—Muddy Waters (Mckinley Morganfield) 
(from They Call Me Muddy Waters) 


we are all webbed together 
by the salt water of the sea 
and we carry the ocean around 
in us 
in the tides of our blood pound 


we are all blood-webbed to the sea 
and through the sea to each other 
our skein is one ocean 
both on land and in the sea 


when we breathe, the ocean breathes 
we are the sea that walks 
(we have no roots like trees) 
we are the sea that swims 
we are the blood web 
cast beyond the air 
our reach is blood-lined to the voids between... 


but we can only live in the ocean 
so we carry the ocean around 


in us 
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in the tides of our blood pound 
we are all blood-webbed to the sea 
our skein is one ocean 
we are all blood-webbed together 
by the salt water of the sea 
we are all one ocean, one air, one void 
we are all blood-webbed together in the tree 
of mind 
we are all blood-webbed together 
we are all one blood-web 
we are all one blood-web 


es 


August 2007 C.E., 2.7° K: 

13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 
Supercluster of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 


veined in the voidnest: here 
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ELEGY FOR SuN-Ra, 
A SONG OF PASSAGE 


“We hereby declare ourselves another order of being— 
a natural rhythm of the united world of our 
own space.” 


—Sun-Ra (d. 03.1993) 


Tell them in Abydos, say in the alleys of Amentet!— 
that the sun has crossed to the west 

side of the Nile. 
The bark of the sun sings a new song 
as Sun-Ra enters the maze of Restau. 


Let the maze of the Underworld, Neterkhert, 
recognize a new road song. 
May the maze twist in new rhythms— 
May the doors open where there never were 
doors before! 

May Qebsennuf and other brothers join you 

as you dance the welcome step of evershine! 
May the passages of trial blossom 

into vast vistas of the shining ones! 
Let the setting sun rise in a new spectrum 

of octaves light-years off the earthly scale! 
Let the spell take hold in the genome 

of the Divine Zone where we all wish to hatch! 


98 


107 107 


Q.R. Quasar 


Osiris-Ra takes off his cloak of night 


to live the hour of yesterday and tomorrow. 


Now when Nebertcher presides 

over the scales of the eternal moment, 
Neterkhert breaks like glass in song, 

vibrating high as Khepera in flight! 
Somewhere in the troughs and crests of this 

new song, we are all gathered in wonder, 
mouths open, hearts tuned to the scream of light!— 

we are all pierced by the laser-pitch of Osiris. 
We all dream of flying 

for the first time as Horus— 
yes, even the Horus with his wings wrapped 

in the winding sheets. That Horus flies. 


This is the secret: 

When we come to fly, 

it is not a dream. 

Say: Yesterday I am light. 

Say: Now I was tomorrow. 

Say: I am shining so bright, 
I cannot see the earth. 


I greet you all now in blessing: 

Welcome, Osiris! You have long 

been waiting for yourself to come. 

Now kiss the darkness with your blinding shine. 
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oy) 


04/01/1993 C.E., 2.7° K: 

13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 

Milky Way Galaxy in the Virgo 
Supercluster of Galaxies 

in motion towards 

the unknown... unseen... 

Great Attractor. .. 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

being pulled in the Dark Flow, 
streaming towards the unknown. .. 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

of the known and unknown... 
the seen and the unseen. . . 

here 
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MERGING INTO TRAFFIC ON 
THE FREEWAY OF SCREAMS 


(for Jacklyn Potter, died April 10, 2006) 


how can you unlock the core of radiance 
when the shine just streams on by you? 
how can you pry open 
the rainbow’s spectrum?— 

when all the colors untwine and gyre 

in the desert dull dust devils? 
how can you inlay the jeweled light 

in the dead squid’s eyes? 
you know you can’t 
but you can’t stop trying anyway. 


can you call out "Lazarus!"—and have 

a dead man walk out alive from his crypt? 
if once I had the scream to do it, 

I no longer have it today. 


the individual screams 
merge into traffic 
in the great freeway of screams— 
there is no fast lane on the freeway of screams— 
all wails crawl at snail’s pace 
out of our mouths. we cannot 
bar them access to the breath that sounds 
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when the gasping sob comes up from the depths 
of the sea of many swimming screams, 
the wails take off horizontally 

up the shriekway. 
soon the screams will break the sound barrier 
and all that will be left 
will be a living mouth, o- 
pen in the Emil Nolde oval model 
of a mouth in the silent scream 


all the decibels in the world 
will never make up for—or drown out— 
the anguish of one death 


oy) 


14 May 2006 
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MAHATMA 


(Elegy for Jane MacMillan, d. 2000) 


she was a “great soul” 
maha 
-atman 
she was a great soul— 
bent 
by frustration 
she was the one who 
named the Divine Presence: 
“Elsewhom” 
because none of the other names 
fit the touchstone force 
that messes with you inside you 
as a hand wriggles into a glove 
that just fits 
—and starts 


she tried to ride her tricycle 

down the stairs from the second floor, 

when she was three, just because she was bored 
and wanted something interesting to happen: 


it did. 
she would mainline with meth, slow 


way down, read physics, then explain 
general relativity to me— 
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slowly, deliberately, step by step— 
before she crashed 


one time 

I told her the story of Indra in his palace 
with the ten thousand ants, all in a line 
passing by him in rows of threes, 

an army of incarnations 

of previous Indras 

the boy Krishna was teaching Indra, king 
of heaven 


she claimed to be the only non-patient 
to have lived in Kingsley Hall (London) 
the way she told it, she tracked down 
Ronnie Laing and found him leading a train 
of his patients, all insane—whether 
professionals or amateurs at it— 

into the house and just got in line: 

she made like a caboose and no one 
questioned her once she was inside 

she took up with one of the professionals 
who came back with her Stateside 


she did not think that the universe’s chaos 
was set up to give her any extra leg 
up 
but 
grief 
she saw it swirling, aiming 
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at her 


when a great inventor of psychedelic drugs 
(like DMT) confided in her that he 

feared he might just fade away, 

she told him: “you can’t. this is 

your place of manifestation.” 

(translation: you can’t leave 

the only place in which you present 

your being [unless you are dying— 

which presents other possibilities].) 


let’s try that again: she said 
this is the place you 
present 

yourself, 

the place you 
present 

you 

present 

you— 

how can you 

lose you? 


this is the place you 
present 

you. 

how can 

you 

lose you? 
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—long after I lost 
her in the swirl, 


Orion Spur, Milky Way 
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VOLCANO CEMETERY 


I dreamt that I was a butterfly. 
When I woke up, I did not know 
whether I was Chuang-tzu who had 
dreamt he was a butterfly or 

a butterfly who was dreaming 

that he was Chuang-tzu. 


—Chuang-Tzu 


in August’s high noon of summer 
butterflies play with death in the air. 
on Highway 17, the TransCanadian, 
a pair embraced 
smash! against my windshield— 
death is not a thing, 
can never play. 


a butterfly laughs in Chuang-tzu’s dream. 
his sister, with white wings, flits above 
the cold rock of an extinct volcano’s 
magma core... 
at Neys Point 
on Lake Superior’s northern shore 
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a billion years later than the lava flow 
I watch the white flutter against the water 
and know 
this now and that now and fuse the two: 
one billion years of now: 
our time dancing inside 
the living and the dead. 
my mind pulls a heavy haul of time in tow. 
I pay my respects to the living and the dead, 
my teachers in the volcano cemetery. 


eC 
Aug & Sep, 1995 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin; 


in transoceanic crossing, 
Ocean of Suns: 

riding the rising 

tide of radiance 

in time’s swirling, 
skeining the voidnest 
turning inside out 
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FACETS IN SCINTILLANCE PRIME 
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I Can’t Keep Up 
(WitH ALL THis BEAuty) 


I give up. 
I cannot keep up with it: 
this beauty raining down on me, 
beauty raining down all over me— 
I can’t keep up with all this beauty, 
so I sit down 

and let it rain 


when you are there, you know 
you are there 
and beauty comes as your host— 
you play the part of guest; 
beauty comes to you as host. 
you pale before beauty as a guest— 
but the perfection of beauty 
is that you let go 
and let perfection flow 

over you, 
just say, “Thank you.” 


es 


11.2000 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin; 
dancing in the buzzing 
voidnest beehive 

& pointing 
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to the Universe in Flower 
& punctuating the allwhere 
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My Name Is a SONG 


(for our soulmates—whales & dolphins) 


I swim in the great, the vast 
our story is song upon song upon song... 
my father was Whuhhhh-uhuhhh- 
hhhwwwaaahhh-hhwwuuh-hwi-hwaah. 
my mother was wheeeeh-wheeh-wheeeh- 
hwuuuh-hwiiihhh-uuhh... 
my name is ahhhhhh-uhhhhh- 
hwaaaahhhh-whooohhh-ahhhhh 
my name is a song, a song 
of my ancestors 

singing through me 


[SH] 
March 1996 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin; 


in transoceanic crossing, 
Ocean of Suns: 

riding the rising 

tide of radiance 

in time’s swirling, 
skeining the voidnest 
turning inside out 
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TRYING TO MakE OuT 
THE ULTRAVIOLET SMILE 
(WHISPER THE SALT TRAIL) 


in our ecstacy of anguish 
we try 
to avert our gaze from the terrible 
skerry quern, that meal-stream whose maw 
guzzles the sea of souls— 


and fail. 


it was once Hamlet’s, you know, that mill— 
but he twisted his arm too hard 
and broke it: 


| . . . »”» 
time is out of joint. 


the Milky Way spatters on 
into the cold 


in our ecstacy of anguish we try, 
but fail, to avert our gaze 
from the ever whirling maelstrom. 
what we need now is a new 
jiu-jitsu for our eyes. 


the Milky Way splatters on all sides. 
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what we need now is to turn 
our eyes inside out to see 
how that maw has a face that sighs 
an endless rainbow of tears— 
arcing into the vastness 
wherein even 
light 
disappears 


es 


11/24/1999 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, 

Sol System, Orion Spur, 

Milky Way Galaxy (MWG), 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies— 
strung along the lustrous 
Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies— 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

riding the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
unseen... “Even Greater Attractor” 
in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

here 
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SQUASHED 


the Universe found me 
in my nest 
and squashed me 


like the big black 
beautiful spider 

on my dining table 
that I killed 

that I didn’t need to 
(but it surprised me 
amongst my papers) 


its legs crumpled up 
in retraction 


after 
just so, 
the Universe found me 
in my nest 


and squashed me 

amongst Its speckled wastes, 

amongst Its void vasts: 

It squeezed me awake 

to speak Its endless emptiness 

and, in traumic anguish, make 
It thrive 
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7) 


-early June, 2011: 

after seeing, in half-sleep, 

a vision of a long filament 
of galaxies in deep blackness 
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SORROW SELLER 


“new griefs for old!” 
“new griefs for old!”— 
the sorrow seller paces 
the streets and malls 

and trawls 

the internet with this call: 
“new griefs for old!” 
“new griefs for old!” 


people crowd around him 

in real time and online 

they are so sick of grief of old— 
“new griefs for old!” 


and they buy in exchange 


the sorrow seller just turns 
the griefs around 

and sells the old griefs as new 
the sorrow seller calls: 

“new griefs for old!” 

“new griefs for old!” 
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PLASMA OF MIND (DIPOLE) 


in the boiling roiling plasma of mind, 
but few things ever come to ground... 


I am in two places at the same time: 

the cacophony of voices on the surface 

of the Earth—they sting, they spin; 

and the empty spaces of the great voids 
cocooning the galaxies and their attendant gas 
-veins for making new stars 


I have two intergalactic poles 

one is the Earth core, the other 

is the great voids between galaxies. 
my poles flip magnetically 


in the boiling roiling plasma of mind, 
but few things ever come to ground... 


es 


February, 2010 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin; 
dancing in the buzzing 

voidnest beehive 

& pointing 

to the Universe in Flower 

& punctuating the allwhere 


Poems 


120 


Q.R. Quasar 


THE GEAS RuNs DEEPER 


Dug down to bedrock 
and could go no further— 
the geas' runs deeper 
the geds runs deeper 
and will not take “no” as a roadblock 


Lao Tzu said that what makes the world move 
is a misty, unwieldy thing— 

he said he didn’t know what it was 
so he styled it “The Way” (Tao) 


the geas runs in the magma veins of “The Way” 
Lao Tzu said, “the feminine (yim) is stronger 

because it always takes the lowest position.” 
thus the water of yin wears away the yang of rock— 


but the geas runs deeper 
the geas runs in the magma veins of “The Way” 


the geds runs in the Pony Express of stars 
the geas communicates from void to void 


void communicates onto void via the geas 


nothing lies next to nothing 


‘gets: See Notes in the Appendix. 
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nothing abuts onto nothing 

the geas connects nothing to nothing via friction 
the geas is busy making the void blaze 

the geas runs underneath the void’s skin 

the geas is dark energy compressed, implosive 
the geas is busy making the void live (live) ablaze 


almost all the galaxies we see— 
including “The Great Attractor” we cannot see— 
are busy 
vacating their space and rushing 
towards “The Even Greater Attractor” 
(which we also cannot see)— 
they are running at 26 thousand miles per minute 


the geas runs deeper 
the ges is a stream of light in my heart 
the geas sets the void ablaze alive 


inside and outside my heart 


the geas is a stream of light in my heart 
I pump it out 

the geas runs, the gedis streams. 

I pump it out 


when the word of light bites the void, 
radiance flushes 
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the geas makes me carry the word of light 
now I bite 


here comes the blood-light 
I pump it out 


es 


August, 2007 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 

(after the Big Bang); 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 
Local Group of Galaxies, 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 

in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

being pulled in the Dark Flow 
streaming towards the unknown. .. 
unseen. .. Even Greater Attractor— 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 

here 
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JEsus AND Mary MAGDALENE 
INSIDE EACH OTHER 


wasn’t it wonderful 
when Jesus put his hand 
under Mary Magdalene’s robe 
and put his finger slowly 

into her cunt? 
wasn’t it wonderful? 


wasn’t it wonderful 
when Jesus’s penis throbbed 
and he could feel it coming? 
wasn’t it wonderful when 
Jesus knocked 
and Mary Magdalene 

let him in? 


wasn’t it wonderful 

when they were inside each other 
and they came 

into light? 


es 


06/26/2010 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin; 
dancing in the buzzing 
voidnest beehive 

& pointing 
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to the Universe in Flower 
& punctuating the allwhere 


136 


136 


137 


137 


The Universe in Bloom - 


STATE OF GRACE 


sometimes grace descends 

sometimes grace descends on you 

despite all the evils nesting 

in their unreachable ravines 

and unassailable eyries— 

sometimes grace makes its way through 

the minefields of mind and self-closing traps— 
sometimes grace settles in you 


in a state of grace, you find 

colors singing to you 

and shapes caress you 

pinpricks of grace nuzzle your skin 
you find yourself walking in air 

the atmospheres of grace crowd you 


one grace catches your attention 

and clamors, “let me love you, too.” 

another grace sighs, “I'll not crowd you, 

but will pull back to one remove— 

you ll always know you can call me close...” 


other graces fall in place. 

they pass you off, one 

to another. together, they buoy you 
up. grace after grace 

and graces in packs 
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overtake you and pass 
you can feel the gentle whirr of air 
as their onrush lifts you up 


sometimes, grace just comes on through 
and stays for just a moment 

or two 
to have a word with you 
you look around and find 
youre still walking in air 
your eyes touch the recesses of reality, 
the nooks and crannies of ever-further- 
away in sight like muffled pillows 
for the reach of your mind 


in a state of grace, you know 
you are in transit, you are only 
passing through 

and grace 
is passing through you. . . 
you don’t punch grace’s ticket— 
grace is just passing through 


es 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 


Supercluster of Galaxies, 
Pisces-Cetus Filament: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
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all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 
coiled in the voidnest 
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THE RapIANcE [TAaKkes HOLp 


there is no help for you now 
you have moved beyond your defenses 
you have moved beyond your defenders 
all your fallback positions and fastnesses 

have vanished 
you have stepped 

out into stark 

darkness 
you have no redoubt left to hold 
now your only defense is pure 
shine 


you put on 

the light 
and the radiance takes hold 
and the radiance 
and the radiance— 
light flushes from your core— 
and the radiance takes hold 
the radiance will not let you go 
light spands to range its hold 
the radiance takes hold 


oy) 
2.7° K; Orion Spur, MWG, 


Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 
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strung along the lustrous 
Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 


streaming towards the unknown... . 


all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 
in the voidnest: here 
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Ligut-Guosts DRINK 
AT THEIR BLackK HOLE 


at the edge of their black hole 

the light-ghosts bark at the darkness 
they flit all around the accretion disk 
and jab with their beaks into the depths 


their heads get sucked in 

they break free with their light screams 
they shatter the brittle edges of gravity 
and snap up the jagged pieces to eat 


they digest the darkness 

their eyes, fortified, beam through the hole 
black radiance comes out the inside 
dimensions are rebooted, refitted 


now comes the phase change: 
the light-ghosts gather flesh 


as they put on solid radiance 


es 


04.28.2011 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin; 
in transoceanic crossing, 
Ocean of Suns: 

riding the rising 

tide of radiance 
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in time’s swirling, 
skeining the voidnest 
turning inside out 
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SOUNDING AND BREACHING 


let us go down deep 
let us go down deeper than the deep 
let us go down all the way down 
to the bottom 

let us dig holes at the bottom and go 

down deeper than the bottom 
let us go to where the gods 

argue amongst themselves— 
they say: ka-ka-ka-kla. klugh-ka-klugh. 
kligh-kler-ka-kla-klaar. . . kleest-klope 

chaos plays ping-pong with itself 


I hit back 

I rise back to the surface 

I break the surface and shine 

I am not lost in the gods’ entanglement of chaos 
I come back up and shine 

I come back to my first position 


my first position is shine 
I rise again to radiance 
I take light to the last— 
when I break free of surface and deep 
both, 
I am in the clear 
radiance 
I am back 
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where the very air is shine 
I swim in the clear 


light 


there is no shore to the shine 
I take light to the last 


oy) 


Aug 2010 & Feb 2011 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 

(after the Big Bang); 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 
Local Group of Galaxies, 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 

in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 

in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 
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THE Hounps TurN Bay 


I have called off the darkness 
and the killing hounds have stopped 
barking and baying 


has anyone given them 
something 
to eat? 


even the evils must eat 

we must tame them to glow 
wherever they must snarl 

in the darkness 


they can always pant more light 
we must urge them 

with the inner fireball of radiance 
to drip light 

from all their thousand tongues— 
to drip the thousand-petaled 


flowers of radiance 
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RADIANCE LET LOOSE 


when the solar beast rises, 

its corona comes out to burn 
all the lies 

spike down to their roots 
when the solar beast beams 

all the lies crinkle up in smoke 


when the solar beast busts open 
the sky, 

all the shadows left stranded 
on the land 


go dry 


none of the lies 

can stand in their pillar darkness 

when the solar beast opens its crown 
when its roiling plasma plasters and paints 
the ground in light: 


radiance let loose 
radiance let loose 
radiance let loose 


oy) 


2010 & 2011 C.E., 2.7° Kelvin: 
13.8 billion years ABB 
(after the Big Bang); 
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the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, Milky Way Galaxy, 
Local Group of Galaxies, 

Virgo Supercluster of Galaxies 

in the Pisces-Cetus 

Filament of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown. .. 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 
stretching in the allwhere 

coiled in the voidnest 
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I AM THE EYE 


I am the eye 
I am the eye 
I am the eye in my mind storm 
I am the eye in my mind storm 
I am the eye in my mind storm 


and I see 
that all 
is 

still 


and I see 
that all 
is 

still 
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I-UNIVERSE 
(WHEN THE DARKNESS GROWS) 


when all the lights 

of the Universe fade out— 

when all the eyes in time 

go blind, 

I-Universe can still see. 

when all goes dark 

to darker to pure thick pitch— 
stretching as far as anything can fall— 
I-Universe can still see. 


I-Universe am used to the dark 
I-Universe see in the dark 
I-Universe see through the dark 
I-Universe see with the dark 
I-Universe am the dark 


I-Universe see through the dark 
I-Universe see with the dark 
I-Universe see with consciousness 
I-Universe see with full pitch consc 
I-Universe breathe the dark 
I-Universe am not afraid of the dark 
I-Universe love the dark 

I-Universe am the dark 
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I-Universe shine in the dark 
I-Universe shine through the dark 
I-Universe shine pitch radiance 
I-Universe blaze pitch consc 
I-Universe thrive live in the dark 
I-Universe feed on the dark 
I-Universe am the dark 
I-Universe am all-shine 
I-Universe am all-shine 


es 


11.10.2010 C.E.,2.7°K: 

13.8 billion years ABB; 

the Americas, Earth, Sol System, 
Orion Spur, MWG, Virgo 
Supercluster of Galaxies: 

among 1000-plus galaxy clusters 
caught in the undertow, 

in the Dark Flow 

streaming towards the unknown... . 
all in the Web-Weave of Galaxies 


veined in the voidnest: here 
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NOTES 


Note on “Quetzalcoatl, No. 1” (p. 32) and “Quetzalcoatl, 
No. 2” (p. 33): 


Quetzalcoatl (northern Meso-American) / Kukulkan (Mayan): 
literally, “bird (guetzal) - snake (coatl),” thus, “feathered ser- 
pent” or “plumed serpent,” guetzal coming from the Quetzal 
bird. 

1-Reed / Ce Acatl: the name of a day in a divinatory cal- 
endar. (Among many other sources, see M.R. Bunson and 
S.M. Bunson, Encyclopedia of Ancient Mesoamerica, Facts on 
File, Inc.: New York: 1996, especially the entries on “Quetzal- 
coatl”, pp.217-218 and “Toltec”, pp.253-255; also p.18. See 
also Anderson and Dibble’s translation of Sahagun, Florentine 
Codex, Book 3 — The Origin of the Gods, where Quetzalcoatl is 
featured in numerous chapters.) 

To attempt to speak or write about Quetzlcoatl (1-Reed) / 
Kukulkan is to step into a tangled web of myth and religion on 
the one hand, and history/legend on the other. Quetzalcoatl 
becomes human and the human becomes Quetzalcoatl. Myth 
shapes history and history shapes myth which shapes history 
again. This approaches the difficulty of discussing Jesus/Yeshua 
and the “risen-from-the-dead” Jesus Pantocrator (Lord of the 
Cosmos). Quetzalcoatl is not just a figure of the past, but like 
“divinities” such as Krishna/Vishnu, Shiva, Shango, or even 
Huitzilopochtli (Hummingbird of the Left), Quetzalcoatl is a 
spirit-presence that is perceived differently by people at differ- 
ent times and places. Indeed, Quetzalcoatl was considered by 
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the Toltecs and others as the god of spirit and sky — as opposed 
to Tezcatlipoca, chthonic god of darkness and earth, perhaps a 
Meso-American version of the Greek Dionysius: 


Tezcatlipoca of the smoky mirror, 
the smoky mirror instead of a foot, 
the foot wrenched off 

in subterranean dream— 

black, volcanic, obsidian dream 


(— Chichen-Itza, Yucatan, 1975) 


So, to speak of Quetzalcoatl, one needs to speak of “spirit,” 
which is another minefield somewhat like the discussions of 
viruses that have aspects of life and aspects of inanimateness. 
Is a spirit “alive” or existent without contact with human or an- 
imal minds? If so, how is it “alive” or existent? And, if so, how 
could its independent vital existence be verified without medi- 
ation of a living human mind? (Here quantum mechanics rears 
its head.) Can a spirit be dormant like a virus — or like some 
other living thing that needs contact with water to revivify? As 
Rumi (Mawlana) has one of his characters urge a storyteller in 
his Masnavi, “Go on, uncle! This story has no end.” 

In any case, Quetzalcoatl is a shape-changer or a spirit that 
appears in many guises, like Shiva, like Vishnu, like the Great 
Goddess (under whatever name she is approached or approaches) 
— the list goes on. The point here is that when speaking of a 
spirit like Quetzalcoatl or Huitzilopochtli, we are not speaking 
of fossils, entities that once appeared and are forever fixed in 
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that form. Quetzalcoatl — like Huitzilopochtli, Tloque-Nahua- 
que / Tezcatlipoca, Shiva, the Goddess, etc. — keeps on appear- 
ing in different ways as civilizations snake their way through 
time. Another way of putting it is that Quetzalcoatl / Kukulkan 
appears in a variety of guises in all Meso-American cultures from 
Cholula, ca. 900 B.C.E. to 250-290 C.E. [Bunson & Bunson: 
p-217] or earlier, through Teotehuacan (ca. 300-650/750 C.E.) 
through to the Quiche-Maya and Chichen-Itza (ca. 1200-1500 
C.E), through the Toltec, sometime before 650/750 C.E to the 
late 1100s and the Aztec (ca. 1300-1521 C.E.) in the Valley of 
Mexico. 

Quetzalcoatl was worshipped as Ehecatl, god of the wind, 
amongst the Maya and at the Great Pyramid of Cholula in the 
Valley of Mexico (Bunson & Bunson: p.217). To quote Bun- 
son and Bunson: 


Quetzalcoatl, whose name is translated as bird (querzal) 
snake (coatl) was called Tlahuizcalpantecuhtli in his role 
as [the planet] Venus. Another Maya variation on the 
god’s name combines the words ca(serpent) and at/ the 
Nahuatl word for water. In all cultures, Quetzalcoatl 
was considered the bridge between humans and ani- 
mals, and between humans and the stars. The god’s 
symbols were the butterfly, shells, the wind, the azatl 
(spear-thrower), jewels, feathers, a conical hat and hum- 


mingbirds. (pp.217-218) 


Quetzalcoatl was “considered the creator and civilizer” (p.217). 
Quetzalcoatl’s direction is the west. He sailed off from the shore 
onto the ocean alone on a raft, promising his followers that he 
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would return one day. This belief was taken so seriously by 
the Aztecs’ Tlatoani (ruler: “First Speaker”) Motecuhzuma II 
(Montezuma) that it contributed to their downfall at the hands 
of the Spaniards in 1520-21, as noted below. 

This brings us to the crossroads of history and myth. The 
name “1-Reed” or “One Reed” (for the day of that name) has 
long been associated with Quetzalcoatl / Kukulkan. It appears 
that this association comes from an historical figure, a Toltec 
king named Ce Acatl Topiltzin (Ce Acatl: 1-Reed; Topiltzin: 
Our Prince): see Bunson and Bunson, pp.217 and 254, for 
the full story. They relate that the Maya and Toltecs’ historical 
accounts indicate that: 


...born in Tepoztlan, Ce Acatl Topiltzin was educated 
at a shrine of the god Quetzalcoatl. In A.D. 935 or 947, 
Mixcoatl [the great civilizing king and father of Ce Acatl 
/ Quetzalcoatl] was murdered by a relative, probably 
a brother called [huitimal. Quetzalcoatl, exiled when 
Thuitimal usurped the throne, grew up and slew the 
uncle, then proclaimed himself king. He proclaimed 
himself an incarnation of Quetzalcoatl and moved the 
Toltec capital to Tula in A.D. 968. The followers of 
the god Tezcatlipoca, a rival deity of the night sky, op- 
posed Quetzalcoatl’s supremacy and brought “the three 
demons of darkness” to confront him. He revolution- 
ized Toltec society, banning human sacrifices, corrup- 
tion, and cruelty. The forces of the god Tezcatlipoca, 
however, did not end their opposition, and they suc- 
ceeded in making Quetzalcoatl drunk one day, an act 
condemned by the Toltec. Therefore he was exiled from 
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Tula in A.D. 999, leaving the Toltec at the mercy of 
Tezcatlipoca’s devotees. (p.217) 


This is a pre-Columbian example of an ad hominem attack. In- 
terestingly, one of these demons was Huitzilopochtli (Sahagun, 
below), an anachronistic reference to the Aztec guide-god and 
sun-god — a sun-god as a “demon of darkness?” (To be fair, an- 
other source, excludes Huitzilopochtli from the group of three 
demons [Anderson and Dibble in Sahagun, Book 3: p.17, note 
2, citing Lehmann: p.80].) Another demon, fittingly, was Tez- 
catlipoca, here as Titlacuaun in the guise of a man: Titlacuaun 
as a Huaxtec divine leader and wizard (Sahagun, Book 3: p.17; 
Bunson & Bunson: p.249). Apparently, the Huaxtecs chafed 
under Toltec rule and rebelled, perhaps contributing to the fi- 
nal Toltec downfall and ruining of Tula, capital of Tollan, in 
a peasant uprising. (Compare this with the ruin of the ur-city 
Teotehuacan in 650/750 C.E. in an earlier peasant uprising.) 
This Titlacuaun prophesied evil to the Toltecs and personally 
caused much slaughter among them on numerous occasions — 
a Pre-Columbian leader of guerrilla resistance? (See Sahagun, 
Florentine Codex.) The reader will forgive the confusion as it 
is endemic in the spottiness and disagreement of the sources 
among themselves. 

Bunson and Bunson continue in their entry on Quetzalco- 
atl: 


Described in some accounts as being thin, fair in color, 
and having a black beard and long hair, Quetzalcoatl 
burned his palace, buried his treasure in the mountains 
and set out with a band of faithful followers to seek 
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his destiny in exile. Before leaving Tula, however, he 
is reported to have turned the city’s cacao plants into 
thorn bushes. Quetzalcoatl then went with his com- 
panions, including his favored dwarves, to “the Land of 
the Black and Red,” toward the setting sun. Residing 
in Cholula for a time, Quetzalcoatl shared his magical 
arts with the local residents and endured many trials of 
faith. Deciding to end his mortal life, he placed him- 
self on a fiery pyre and was cremated. When his body 
was reduced to ashes, he became Venus. According to 
the Maya tradition, however, Quetzalcoatl sailed to the 
Yucatan Peninsula, where he became Kukulkan, a pop- 
ular form of the deity in that region. He is reported as 
arriving in Yucatan in A.D. 987. (p.217) 


In Ce Acatl (1-Reed), we have not only a version of “the Once 
and Future King” (Santillana and Von Dechend, Hamlet’s Mill) 
like Jesus, the Shiite Mahdi, King Arthur (Mallory, La Morte 
D/Arthur, Book Eight: the inscription Sir Bedevire sees on 
Arthur's grave), etc. — in the trio of Mixcoatl, Ihuitimal, and 
Ce Acatl, we also have both the mythical Osiris-Set-Horus regi- 
cide, vengeance, and restored rule and the historical pattern 
played out in a different variation by the Acolhua Nezahual- 
coyotl (see below), the famed poet-king-sorcerer of Texcoco, 
one of the three cities of the “Aztec/Mexica” Triple Alliance. 
As a boy, his father, the Acolhua king, was slain in his sight 
by Tepanec soldiers from Azcapotzalco who had hunted him 
down in a war. Nezahualcoyotl (ca. 1406-1467 C.E.) escaped, 
and, as a hardened, hunted man, engineered a war with the 
Aztecs against the Tepanecs and won his kingdom back. He 
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followed ancient Toltec customs and took up the Toltec wor- 
ship of Tloque-Nahauque (Lord of the Near and Close), an- 
other name for Tezcatlipoca, but emphasizing universal, rather 
than chthonic, attributes. Like Ce Acatl, Nezahualcoyotl was 
a civilizing influence and banned human sacrifice (!) — against 
the tide of Aztec opinion and practice (especially as an instru- 
ment of imperial rule). Indeed, I suspect that it was the Toltec 
banning of human sacrifice that led the Aztec Tlatoani Izcoatl, 
under the guidance of Tlacaelel, his priest and adviser, to de- 
stroy whatever Toltec documents that had come down to them. 
The Aztecs — with a long history of being unruly vassals and al- 
lies in the Valley of Mexico — had taken great pains to model 
themselves on the Toltecs — or, at least appear to do so — and 
claimed their legitimacy to rule as inherited from the Toltecs. 
It would have seemed incongruous to both their own populace 
and to their allies and conquered subjects to carry on human 
sacrifice, perhaps especially as an aspect of political control, if it 
had been generallly known that the Toltecs had abolished the 
practice as uncivilized. Both Toltecs and Aztecs are considered 
Nahual (Bunson and Bunson: 254); both Acolhua and Azteca 
were Nahuatl speakers. 

In any case, in regards to Ce Acatl Topiltzin (One Reed, 
Our Prince), what do we make of the three versions of his demise? 
In one, Quetzalcoatl heads west from Tula in exile towards 
the sunset (sometime after 968 C.E.), but ends up in Cholula, 
south and east of Tula. At Cholula, where stood the great pyra- 
mid to Quetzalcoatl at the time, or at some place he went sub- 
sequently, he died or committed suicide on a pyre (999 C.E.). 
That he visited Cholula makes sense, but Cholula is also on the 
way to Yucatan as well as the Gulf of Mexico on the east. 
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In the second version, Quetzalcoatl (One Reed), sails alone 
off into the ocean (towards the sunset in the west?), promising 
to return one day. Now, as Quetzalcoatl was sometimes de- 
scribed as being light in complexion with a black beard, the 
Spanish Conquistador Cortez was misidentified as possibly be- 
ing the returning Quetzalcoatl by Motecuhzuma / Montezuma 
II, the Aztec Tlatoani in the early 1500s. The latter was afraid 
that Cortez might be the exiled Quetzalcoatl coming back [from 
the east?] to reclaim his empire, so he stalled in attacking Cortez’s 
army. In the upshot of the confusion, Motecuhzoma invited 
the Spaniards into the Aztec capital Tenochtitlan where they 
eventually killed him, subdued the population, and, after hav- 
ing been expelled from the city in an Aztec uprising, destroyed 
the wondrous city of spires in a protracted siege — assuredly with 
the help of a devastating outbreak of smallpox in the city. 

In the third version, Quetzalcoatl (One Reed) is exiled from 
Tula at some date between 968 C.E. (when he transferred the 
seat of Toltec rule from Culhuacan to Tula) and 987 when he 
arrived in the peninsula of Yucatan to the southeast with a con- 
quering contingent (Bunson and Bunson: p.254). The second 
date of 987 C.E. is attested by Mayan reportage. Indeed, the 
Toltecs of Quetzalcoatl conquered the ceremonial Puuc Maya 
city of Chichen-Itza (Old Chichen) and transformed it into the 
wonder of civilization that we recognize it as: New Chichen. 
With Itza immigration and a later second wave of Toltec con- 
quest, Chichen-Itza became a high-water mark of a Toltec-Maya 
hybrid civilization. That this is true is unassailable. That the 
first Toltec conqueror was the One Reed Quetzalcoatl who fled 
Tula in disgraced exile with a sizable guard/army and court is 
unclear. Some Quetzalcoatl / Kukulkan, however, must have 
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invaded and conquered the Yucatan in some measure, other- 
wise the Maya — who had no controlling interest in the Toltec 
politics of distant Tula — would not have made so much of the 
event: an event that clearly transformed Chichen-Itza. In ad- 
dition, the dates fit the Tollan One Reed Quetzalcoatl with the 
Mayan Kukulkan / Quetzalcoatl Toltec invader. 


As a cautionary note, Anderson and Dibble (Florentine Codex, 


Book 3: p.13, note 3) give a set of dates for Quetzalcoatl of Tula 
almost exactly a century earlier. On the authority of Lehmann 


(pp. 42, 69 ff.) and Velazquez (pp. 7 ff.): 


he reigned at Tula for ten or twenty years following 
A.D. 873, having been born thirty years earlier of Chi- 
malman, widow of Totepeuh, who died A.D. 834... 
Chimalman is said to have swallowed a green stone, and 
from it to have conceived. 


Do we have another parthenogenic, miraculous, birth here, 
on the pattern of the birth of Jesus from the Virgin Mary? 
Compare with the birth of Huitzilopochtli, conceived by Coatl 
icue by way of a feather. In any case, this account with its 
dates conflicts with the account of Bunson and Bunson, above, 
that gives the great Mixcoatl as Ce Acatl / Quetzalcoatl’s fa- 
ther. Thus, a history-into-myth-into-history-again story is wo- 
ven. In this case, it is not important to unravel the strands. 
‘The story-myth-legend is wondrous as a composite whole. Fur- 
thermore, one who follows Quetzalcoatl into the modern pe- 
riod through D.H. Lawrence (The Plumed Serpent) and beyond 
can see that Quetzalcoatl — like Huitzilopochtli — is not only a 
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transcultural phenomenon, Quetzalcoatl is an enduring “some- 
thing” that has survived the fall of civilizations. 


Sources: 


e Arthur J.O. Anderson and Charles E. Dibble, translators 
(Aztec / Nahuatl into English) of Fray Bernardino de Sa- 
hagun, editor, and his Aztec informants: Florentine Codex: 
General History of the Things of New Spain, Book 3 — The 
Origin of the Gods (The School of American Research and 
The University of Utah, publishers: Santa Fe, NM; 1978). 


e M.R. Bunson and S.M. Bunson, Encyclopedia of Ancient 
Mesoamerica (Facts on File, Inc.: New York: 1996). 


e Walter Lehman, ed., Geschichte der Kénigsreiche von Col- 
huacan und Mexico (Anales de Cuauhtitlan) (Stuttgart und 
Berlin: Verlag von W. Kohlhammer, 1938). 

e Primo Feliciano Velazquez, ed., Codice Cimalpopoca (Anales 
de Cuauhtitlan) (Mexico: Universidad Nacional Autonoma 


de Mexico, Instituto de Investigaciones Historicas, 1975). 


e Giorgio de Santillana and Hertha von Dechend, Hamlet’s 
Mill (Boston, Gambit Press: 1967). 


e Sir Thomas Mallory, La Morte d’Arthur. 
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Note on Huitzilopochtli poems (pp. 35-40): 


Huitzilopochtli (Aztec/Mexica): literally, “Hummingbird of the 
Left (South),” in Nahuatl; the guide-god, sungod, and wargod 
of the Mexica (Aztecs). The following general background is 
offered as context that is incorporated and transcended in the 
poems herein. 

Huitzilopochtli is infamous in the eyes of Europeans and 
Americans of the United States alike due to the thousands of 
women, children, and captive warriors (taken in the so-called 
“Flower Wars”) sacrificed on the altar to him/it on the altar of 
the Templo Mayor Pyramid in the center of Tenochtitlan (the 
ruins of which pyramid can be seen in the Zocalo of Mexico 
City in front of the cathedral). The hearts of the victims were 
torn out while still beating, and burned in a censer adjacent to 
the sacrificial slab, the smoke rising up to feed Huitzilopoch- 
tli / the sun. It was thought by almost all indigenous peoples 
of Meso-America that the sun needed to be fed human blood 
to be sustained. As it was generally thought that four suns had 
already “died” and that the fifth and last sun would “die” some- 
day, it was hoped that human blood would keep the sun alive. 
This aspect of Huitzilopochtli is addressed in “Huitzilopoch- 
tli, No. 60: Huitzilopochtli on Live.” (The idea that the sun 
would “die” someday was actually on the mark. Should we hu- 
man beings last long enough, the aging of the sun may become 
a similarly obsessive concern to “our” civilization.) 

Huitzilopochtli was considered by the Mexica (Azteca) to 
be a guide-god as he/it had led the Mexica (a branch of the 
Azteca) out of Azatlan in the northern deserts into the temper- 
ate plateau of the Valley of Mexico. They wandered around the 
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Valley for perhaps two hundred years. Huitzilopochtli had in- 
dicated to his priests that they should settle where they found 
an eagle with a snake in its mouth. 

When banished to an island amidst the rushes of the wet- 
lands of Lake Texcoco by their Tepenac overlord Achitometl 
(Bunson and Bunson, 12), they saw such an eagle perched on 
a cactus with a snake in its beak: they took this as the sign 
Huitzilopochtli had foretold them of. Settling there, they built 
Tenochtitlan (commenced under their leader Tenoch) which 
was larger than any city in Europe at the time the Spaniards 
under Hernan Cortez first saw it. It grew to be the dominant 
city-state of the Triple Alliance of Tenochtitlan (and Tlatelolco), 
Texcoco or Tezcoco, and Tlacopan that is elsewhere commonly 
known as the Aztec Empire. When Tenochtitlan finally fell 
in the siege by the Spaniards and their more numerous allies 
(Tlaxcallans, etc.), the priests of Huitzilopochtli smuggled the 
cloth-wrapped image of the god outside of the city. It is said 
that the image of Huitzilopochtli was never seen in public again. 
Its subsequent history remains a mystery. 

See also the chapters on Uitzilopochtli / Vuitzilopochtli 
(Huitzilopochtli) in the Florentine Codex, Book 3 — The Ori- 
gins of the Gods (cited in the note on Quetzalcoatl, above). The 
curious story of his mother Coatl icue’s conception of him via 
absorption ofa feather taken up while sweeping and his murder- 
ous birth are related therein: He killed and decapitated his sis- 
ter Coyolxauhqui (the moon) and chased and murdered his 400 
brothers, the Centzon Huitznahua (stars), immediately upon his 
birth as a newborn infant — this as a mark of sunrise. He was also 
identified as “Blue Tezcatlipoca” (Bunson and Bunson, op.cit., 


p- 90). 
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These Huitzilopochtli poems are part of a long series to 
be published under the title, Huitzilopochtli: The Aztec Book 
of Light (Global Scholarly Publications, forthcoming). 


Note on “Resurrection Letter to Nezahualcoyotl (Hungry 
Coyote)” (p. 42): 


Nezahualcoyotl (1402-1472 C.E.): (Nahuatl) “Hungry Coy- 
ote,” sorceror-king-poet of Acolhua Texcoco, one of the three 
city-states in the Triple Alliance, the other two being the Aztec 
twin cities Tenochtitlan-Tlatelolco along with Tlacopan. (In 
the United States, the Triple Alliance is known as the Aztec 
[Mexica] Empire.) One of the most remarkable figures in his- 
tory, Nezahualcoyotl was — among many other things — respon- 
sible for outlawing human sacrifice in Texcoco (while it was 
increasing in practice in Tenochtitlan). He was the father of 
Nezahualpilli (d. 1515 C.E.), another poet-king of Texcoco, 
known for his justice. Under their successive reigns, Texcoco 
became the cultural capital of the Aztec Empire. For biogra- 
phies and translations of their poems from Nahuatl, see Miguel 
Leon-Portilla, Fifteen Poets of the Aztec World (University of Ok- 
lahoma Press: Norman, OK, 1992). 


Note on “Angel in the Divine Zone” poems (pp. 48-54): 


These poems are a representative sample from a collection of 
poems (as yet unpublished at the time of this writing, but hope- 
fully forthcoming) that forms a sequel to the incomparable Per- 


sian poet Farid al-Din Attar’s (d. 1220 C.E.) The Conference of 
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the Birds (Mantiq al-Tayr). (See Edward Fitzgerald’s ecstatic 
verse translation of the frame story and the theophanic climax 
[published as Bird Parliament and in F.C. Happold, Mysticism: 
A Study and an Anthology). See also Dick Davis’s elegant verse 
translation [Penguin Books]). Zhe Conference of the Birds is a 
symbolical search narrative in poetry wherein, out of a crowd 
of birds (souls), only thirty birds find the king bird, the si morgh 
(God). The thirty birds (s7 morgh--a pun in Persian), after hav- 
ing crossed seven valleys of hardship and deprivation, discover 
themselves to be the Simorgh, and emerge through annihilation 
therein as the very Simorgh. (Among various Persian editions, 
those of S$. Gowharin [Tehran] and M.J. Mashkur [Tehran, 
1968 and 1974] are of note.) 

Angel in the Divine Zone (AIDZ) takes up where Attar’s 
narrative ends. When Attar was asked how the birds journeyed 
in the “Divine Zone” after they had been annihilated (mahv-e 
a gashtand) in the Simorgh, Attar replied that he would have 
to write another book to describe such a journey in “subsis- 
tence after annihilation” (f7 baqa’ ba ‘da 1-fana’). As Attar never 
wrote that book, I tried my hand at it. Fate allowing, the re- 
sult, Angel in the Divine Zone, will be published as a book in 
the not-too-distant future. The figure of “Angel” is used in- 
stead of bird, person, or soul, as my intent was to concentrate 
on spiritual events and perceptions without regard to charac- 
ter or personality. The idea behind this is that these spiritual 
events seem to be unrelated to specific human traits. So much 
by way of explanation — the interested reader is referred to the 
following websites for a search for the book (A/DZ): 
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> http://account.gsp-online.org 
www.gsp-online.org 


> Www.quaysar.com 


> amazon.com 


Note on “Instinct to Light” poems (pp. 58-69): 


The poems in this section are taken from a series of poems of the 
same name. ‘They are related thematically to Angel in the Divine 
Zone but form a distinct series of their own. As a collection, 
the series is intended to be published as a separate volume in 
the Light series (including Archangel of Radiance; Ocean of Suns 
e Light First, Light Last; “I, Universe” — The Great Time-Heart 
Speaks) or forma large section in Light Resurgent (forthcoming). 


Note on “Volcano Cemetery” (p. 107): 

Thanks to Uziel Awret for his story of butterflies attacking a 
seagull—or was it a crow?—on a lakeshore to protect one of 
their own. As he put it, they were “playing with death.” 

Note on “The Geis Runs Deeper” (p. 121): 


A geas (pronounced originally as “gesh” in Gaelic) is a magical 
compulsion that drives the one on whom the geis is laid until 
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the ged is fulfilled—or the “be-geised” dies trying. Thanks to 
Paul Hopper and Sunil Freeman for tracking down the original 
pronunciation. I am following the Anglo-Saxon (Old English) 
pronunciation of “ea” as in “the Geats” (Gay-ots) of Beowulf. 
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Books By Q.R. QUASAR 


‘T, Universe’—The Great Time-Heart Speaks. Global 
Scholarly Publications: New York, 2010; available from 
www.gsp-online.org, http://account.gsp-online.org, and 
www.amazon.com. 


The Archangel of Radiance. Global Scholarly Publications: 
New York, 2010; available from www.gsp-online.org, http 
://account.gsp-online.org, and www.amazon.com. 


Ocean of Suns & Light First, Light Last. Global Schol- 
arly Publications: New York, 2011; available from www 
.gsp-online.org, http://account.gsp-online.org, and www 
amazon.com. 


Buddha Time. Global Scholarly Publications: New York, 
2012; available from www.gsp-online.org, http://account 
.gsp-online.org, and www.amazon.com. 
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